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Rive Out, Killer ! 
by Henry Brasater 


Centipedes and scorpions, horseflies and ants too, feasted on what remained of a tim- 
ber rattler that yesterday had its brains splattered by the hoof of a steer pounding down 
from the upheaval east of Shawneetown. 

In town, Larson stomped noisily to the alter, halting a few feet behind a robed figure. “1 
been paid t'do a job, padre!” 

‘The man in clerical habit continued adjusting a candle before tuming. He gasped. He 
reached toward a cowboy standing in front of him while the loose left garment sleeve slid 
toward his elbow, exposing a partial branding iron scar on top of his hand. 

This was his man all right. The gunman said matter-oFfactly: “I've come for you. Boaz 
sends his regards.” 

‘The robed man made a step forward, “Don't you know me, Thomas?” 

Larson's torso lurched back and he frowned. 

Candlelight left much of the cleric’s face in shadows. 

“Do....| know... you?” Larson asked. “Why, you look like...” He leaned forward. “You 
can’t be! Thought you was dead! Never caught up with you! Never— 

“Ain't dead, Tommy. Threw away my guns and took up the cloth. You must've heard 
about the lead | took down at Cairo. Dumped in the Mississipi for dead." The man dressed 
in Jesuit habit sensed that this situation required brevity of speech. “Jesuits pulled me out 
of the water. Took me to their Shawneetown mission. Saved my life. Taught me things 
me and you never heard when we was growing up. Liked them. Took them as my own. 
I'ma lay brother since Shawneetown last year. He looked about him at the drab church in- 
terior. “Here for a while, till | make up my mind about priestin’.” 

*.. That's why— 

—'My trail went dry. Til now. What'd you say about Boaz?” 

Larson struggled for voice which finally came out dusty and uncertain. “Sent me to kill 
you, brother, for what he said you did to his sis back in Missoura.” 

“Lain't proud of that.” The novice threw a glance toward his little brother's tied down hog 
leg. “What you gonna do, Tommy?” 

Larson's guts felt tom to bits. He was thinking something he had known since beginning 
his work for hire: ‘When you talk, you lose.’ He Said aloud: “Got myseif a reputation too, 
brother Henry. Never welch on a deal, after coin changes hands.” 

For the first time in his short career, Larson experienced what the best gunfighter feels 
and does when faced with a mind-blasting situation beyond his intellect. 


# 


Larson's eyes skimmed everything and everyone when he climbed into the saddle and 
started ambling his horse toward the edge of town. Muscles chumed in his abdomen as he 
rode past the bumed out building where old man Ballard's mercantile store used to be 
when he was a kid and went in and stole sticks of hard candy when the proprietor wasn't 
looking. He didn't hurry his mount. He didn’t acknowledge anybody; it would be all right if 
later people remembered seeing a down and out cowboy moving down Main Street. One 
of the horse's hooves landed on a scorpion resting in the middle of the dusty street; Larson 
‘saw it, thought he heard its death squash and hoped the thing's friends wouldn't come for 
revenge some night when he was sleeping beside a campfire. After his next stop he would 
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circle the town and head toward the river. He sauntered the grulla through Whiskey Row 
then reined abruptly onto the Shawneetown Road that ran east and west from town. He 
pointed the animal east and two miles down the road dust was flying high when the steed 
ran through ramshackle wooden gates marking Eastwood Cemetery. Larson looked madly 
this way and that, finally pulling up short. He stared at a rough-edged piece of state be- 
tween two graves, the resting place of his ma and pa; their names poorly carved with the 
ranch house fire date that had claimed them. The horse blew and snorted and dug its right 
front hoof into dusty and gray clay: it chomped the bit and its head twisted and tossed up 
‘and down while its croup quivered with impatience. After a minute, Larson pulled the reins 
‘and dug his boot heals into his mount’s sides. They were off again at top speed, jumping a 
low rock fence on the cemetery's north side and then beginning a long arc and eventually 
get back on the Shawneetown road heading east. 

‘With Shawneetown behind him, Larson recalled Boaz's words: “Get that coyote so’s | 
can rest better on my death bed! Get that skunk what ruined my baby sister and sent her 
into the oldest profession on earth! Half your money now, tother half when you report back 
that the job's done. Do it, and you'll make enough outta this deal to set yourself up some 
wheres So's you can think about slowing down from what you been doing. Maybe even 
stay alive and die natural like! Drover passing through told me the devil was saw six weeks 
back in Injun country around a place called Harrisburg, in Illinois territory. 

The gunman took in a deep breath, not telling the old man that part of the Illinois men- 
tioned was also Larson family territory. He let Boaz go on without interruption. 

‘Piece of dirt hiding as a man of the cloth. What he’s doing wearing a cross—ifit's a 
fact—gawd only knows! Don’ let that fool you; he’s as much of a low down river moccasin 
as ever lived; that kind don't change! Look for a piece of branding iron scar on top his left 
hand; got that working for grub and day wages during one of my roundups.” 

Larson could still hear Boaz’s final scream: *...Get him, and Ill be in your debt for 
eternity!” 

The old rancher's offer meant days of hard riding to the job and more days hightailing it 
away. The ruined woman was not Larson’s concern, or the man he was sent after; the job 
was a chance to fill his poke and maybe get out of a life that he was beginning to realize 
was making him old before his time. He smiled bitterly now; it had been a long time since 
he had lit out from these parts to find and join up with the older brother that he idolized, the 
brother who was now dead at his own hands! 
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Larson saw no signs of being followed when he threw glances back over his shoulder. 
Eventually, he had to push his mount harder as they entered terrain crowded with brush 
and trees along a hoof-threatening trail. His right hand fingers slid down to check that the 
Mexican loop was still free from his single action Peacemaker; he had to be ready for any 
bushwhacker hiding in the early evening grayness. Larson reined his horse down a treach- 
erous trail that led off the upheaval's eastem plateau. Livestock had long since stomped 
out a path in this malapai, sharp-edged shale, sand and other unrecognizable detritus of 
millennia ago when the earth's innards had belched this thing up onto the prairie. Man and 
animal challenged miserably drab primeval remnants from those times on earth when days 
and nights were filled with a trinity of fighting what nature dished out, hunting to stave off 
starvation and just plain killing among men. 

Survival was certainly Larson's motivation now for traversing such a desolate and hos- 
tile means away from Shawneetown. Could it be even rougher than he recalled from child- 
hood? Watching for dried up salt wells was another concer, remembering that those deep 
holes dotted the base of this abomination. Once off the upheaval, he would ride less 
Tugged land that dropped gently off to the Ohio River, there, he was sure to get a flatboat 
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heading south to the Mississippi 

Earlier in this gray day while provisioning himsetf at the general store, he had heard talk 
of Shawnee grouping several miles south of Shawneetown. He put that information with 
what he had seen the day before while approaching town from the west; a company of 
Union soldiers camped northeast near Ridgway. Larson made a clicking sound in his 
mouth, this time only gently touching his mount's sides so as not to encourage it to blow 
rollers, 

‘Coming from a gray day into this early evening wildemess suddenly left Larson feeling 
cold. He shivered while allowing his mind a thought that he was having more frequently: 
could he stay put in one spot with a permanent home managed by a loving woman? He 
was tired of carrying his belongings in saddlebags and bedroll. No one in Shawneetown 
recognized him now. He reckoned that he might stay around the territory and after things 
died down, come back to settle where his roots were. He tried remembering how it was 
growing up inside four walls with a roof and not sleeping on unfriendly ground. 

Thoughts hit him fast and furiously now, as usual immediately after a job. As a 
‘Shawneetown brat he used to hear old women say: *... you leave home for a long time 
and go back, you die after visiting..." He shook his head to help throw that unwelcome 
thought out of his mind. Larson could not remember feeling such grayness inside, match- 
ing the last daylight filtering through trees and bushes and rock that surrounded him. 

Larson fought hard not letting his mind go back to that business in the church; there 
would be plenty of time later to mourn his dead brother. He strained to stay focused on the 
here and now. 

‘With no warning, the horse made a sudden lurch and Larson felt the animal's right leg 
sink. He glanced down to see a large ground hog hole half-covered with shale. The stallion 
twisted, screaming as it fell, causing Larson's body to tumble out of the saddle. His right 
shoulder took the brunt of falling, resulting in immediate and excruciating pain. Larson 
rolled uncontrollably down the cussed upheaval. He felt the pistol slip from its holster and 
heard it bouncing its way down on sharp-edged rock and sliding shale beside him. In the 
‘turmoil, his eyes fixed on the gun, the only friend he had; his lifeline. 

When Larson stopped rolling he was lying spread-eagled on the unfriendliest ground 
that he had ever felt. The pistol stopped sliding at the same time and he watched as it 
came to rest a couple of feet away, its barrel pointed directly at him with filed hammer 
cocked. 

He knew a split second before it happened. ‘Adios, Mexican loop!’ 

Larson's last troubled thought on earth was:”...Cashing in my chips like this ain't what | 
ever figured!” 

Blood pumped from the hole between his eyes. 

‘The gunman knew his job and had planned well, as usual. But, he had not allowed for 
the possible fly that finds its way in all human ointments on earth: we are not in charge of 
ourselves. Larson had never considered death as the ultimate hiding place. 

Centipedes and scorpions, horseflies and ants were now joined by circling vultures and 
all feasted bountifully on dead bodies lying on one side of the upheaval east of Shawnee- 
town. 


~ Finis 


Henry Brasater has been publishing stories since he was in high school 
He is a retired university professor living with his wife in Lancaster, Pennsylvania 
‘and publishes fiction in ezines and print anthologies. 

He has published a book about the late science fantasyauthor A. E. van Vogt. 
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Ay bat the Things that Cannot be Torn 
by Michael Bailey 


Underneath violet 
Aviolent unrest 

Resentful commands his 
Hands dance so hesitant 
Hastened pulls to sunder 
‘Over pools underfoot 

Feats not worth regretting 
Forgetting vile layers 
Veiled white sheets of onion 
Aunion of tastelessness 
Lest the wasteful contempt 
Tempting pain as it ips 
Away a grip so strong 
Along the line he peels 
Feeling warmth and trickles 
Tickling tendons beneath 
Neither torment nor ache 
For a fake set of ties 

And he tires and stops 
Horrid flops on the floor 
‘More broken and soaking 
Forsaken pieces of 

Asad dripping man with 

No plans or ways out from 
This weight on his shoulders 
Itsmolders conditioned 
Contradicting comfort 
‘Comes fortunes of anguish 
Angered masquerades of 
‘Masses raiding the torn 
Tearing eyes and cursing 
Nursing the denial 

And undeniable 

Dismay the dead see as 
Apurgatory sea 

Purged stories so bloody 
‘Muddy red to be sought 
With thoughts all forgotten 
Of the rotten tossed skin 


‘Michael Bailey is the award winning author of Palindrome Hannah, Phoenix Rose and 
Scales and Petals, as well as the editor of Pellucid Lunacy, an anthology of 
Psychological horror. He is currently working on his third novel, Psychotropic Dragon 
and a new short story collection, Inkblots and Blood Spots 


You can visit him online at www.nettirw.com 
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Cha Crawler 


by Hillary Lyon 


beneath the 
cobra stare 
the snake skin jacket 
beneath the mask of sensual 
temptation angelic chiseled 
hard and polished 
he curls and coils and waits 
for the flick and pull 
of Paviov's bell 


toring 
once 
twice 
thrice to set him 
after that sullen girl 
at the bar's end 
she whose tongue sings 
across her teeth 
she who'll pull the bell's cord 


and peel the skin back 
set him free 
to slink and slither and slide 


into her nightmares 


For the last 11 years, Hillary Lyon has acted as editor for Subsynchronous Press, 
publisher of two small press poetry journals (The Laughing Dog, and Veil: Journal of 
Darker Musings). Her poems have appeared in journals as varied as The Midwest 
‘Quarterly, EOAGH, and Dreams & Nightmares. 


Once More with Feeling 


by R. A. Boyd 


“shhhh, 
get it right.” 


'S Ok,” she says quietly wiping the sweat matted hair from his face. “You'll 


He bows to bury his face between her head and shoulder and notices how pale her 
already porcelain skin has become. “Bernadette,” he cries, “'m so sorry, 'm so sorry. I'll get 
itright next time.” His voice is low and unsteady as he watches the blood pour from her chest. 


“I know you will. You just have to remember.” Her voice is low now, and his words 
become distant, too far away for her to hold on to. 


He continues to speak but she doesn't hear him. Not anymore. Now she lets go. 
She lets go of the feel of the cold floor beneath her body, the feel of the dulling pain that was 
‘once sharp and hard above her left breast. She lets go of what is and holds on to what will 
happen next. In their next lifetime. Where she will remember because she always does. 
Where he forgets and when he does remember, i's always too late. 


I's always the same dream: me dying. Being killed by the only man I've ever 
loved. The only man I've crossed oceans, continents and time to find. And the only one 
who can see me in my true form. The form that drives him mad. But, its not just a dream. 
They are memories. I's our curse. 


ithe could only remember what's behind my true form. What I was before we 
were cursed to repeat the vicious cycle that takes us away from each other. My thoughts 
are always of him and | hope that he will one day remember. | bet my life on it. And | al- 
ways lose. | hold on to the hope that this time will be different. 


Please, God, let this time be different. 


've tried many different approaches. This time, I've built a relationship with him. 1 
bewitched one of his friends. Yes, | know it was wrong but it was worth it. My love, Steven, 
was lead to believe by the one | have spelled, that we would be a perfect match for one an- 
other. For months now, we've talked on the phone building a tong distance relationship. 
And tonight, | hope some part of him will seek to remember; will try to be more open to 
what has happened to us. All he has to do is remember before it's too late and the curse 
will be broken. A part of me, the part that makes sense, says to move on with this life and 
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leave him alone. But that would be what she wanted. The witch that cursed us. And | will 
never do what she wills. | will never let her win. He will remember. 


God, please let him remember. 
The phone rings and pulls me from my thoughts. It's him. “Hello, Steven.” 


“Hey, Rowan. I'm running a litle late but I'l be there shortly. Is that alright?” he 
‘asks. I can hear the smile on his face. He's happy. 


“it’s fine. Dinner isn’t quite ready. Please remember— | begin 


“I know, | know. | don’t care what you look like. You're the sweetest person I've 
met. Well... talked to at least,” he jokes. “It'll be fine.” 


Isigh. “Alright. I'll see you soon.” 


I don’t care what you look like. if only that were true. I'm not deformed. It would 
be better if | was, | suppose. To other men, | am one of the most beautiful women they 
have ever seen. Iam curvy with wide hips, child bearing hips they are called, ample 
breasts and a bright smile that contrast perfectly with my dark hair and warm caramel skin 
that glows with vitality. But to him those flawless looks are offset by two small hos above 
each temple, yellow-green snakelike eyes, jagged claws and a long black tail. |am a suc- 
cubus and have been since we were cursed in 1453. For over five-hundred years, | have 
waited for him. | have come to him begging, pleading for his understanding. And tonight, 1 
will try again. 


Itoccurred to me to tell him about the curse. But would you meet face to face with 
a person you believed to be a lunatic? Someone who told you that you had been cursed? 
No, you wouldn't. Besides, I've tried that before and the results were the same. 


I hear the soft footsteps of Cadence, my fledgling. Ever since Steven and | were 
cursed all those years ago, | have taken to learning Majiks. | tried to use them to break the 
spell but to no avail. Then, back in the 1800's I was powerful enough to create Cadence to 
be my caretaker and assistant. She never dies. Each time | am killed and reborn she 
‘comes to find me. Cadence has perfected the use of locating spells to find both me and my 
beloved. 


“Mistress.” 
"Yes, Cadence.” 


“Are you sure you want to do this again?” Her already soprano voice sounds 
higher and filled with tention. 


|augh and stand up to look out of my bedroom window. “Yes. | have faith in him, 
Cadence. He will remember. He promised he would.” 


“He promised a long time ago and he still hasn't remembered. Maybe you could 


“on 


take a break this lifetime. Or the next. Find a nice man to have children and grow old 
with.” She shakes her head and pulls the dark blonde hair from her soft face. “It hurts me 
to watch you suffer. And to watch you die.” 


“Maybe next time,” | tell her as I've told her before. 


Cadence is a little taller than me which puts her at about 5'7. Her hair is shoulder 
length and her bangs playfully hang in her hazel eyes. She's slim, but not skinny, and she 
looks like a sweet college girl. But she’s not. Her strength and speed are unparalleled to 
that of ten men and I have endowed her with the gift of Spoken Word—she can wield 
spells, just as I can, with only words. She doesn't need ingredients or special stones or 
Tunes. When she finds me after | am born to human parents, she uses the Majiks to make 
them forget they have given birth to a baby girl. That way, they won't miss me. Imagine 
having a child who had the wisdom, powers and impatience of a five-hundred year old 
witch. It's better this way. 


“Mistress, if you want me to, | will stay near to stop him from hurting you, if he 


tries” 
| tum to her and lean against the wall. “We've tried that before. Your powers, just 
like mine, don’t work on him. We have to let this run its course.” 


“Yes, Mistress. | pray that Steven will remember, this time,” she says pulling the 
door closed and leaving me alone to wait for his arrival. 


His name wasn't always Steven. It was first Chiron. We lived together in the hills 
of what is now Canada and we were in love. He and | grew up together and we had always 
planned to be married. There was a girl that lived in our village named Penelope. She was 
in love with Chiron but his heart was mine, as mine was his. Penelope vied for his attention 
and even tried to give herself to him. The night he proposed to me, word spread through- 
‘out our township and when Penelope found out, she killed herself. Her mother was the 
town sage and when she found out that Penelope had committed suicide and why, she 
cursed us. She believed that | was a lowly woman who had stolen Chiron away from her 
daughter. So, she tumed me into a succubus. 


My curse was to be desired by all men, except the one that | truly loved. After Ch- 
iron came to find me he saw what | had become. He believed me to be a demon that had 
killed and taken over the body of his wife to be, as demons sometimes do. So he killed me. 
When my blood touched his flesh, all became clear to him. Just as Penelope had shed her 
blood in desperation and loneliness, my blood brings clarity and knowledge to Chiron. AS 
brutal as it sounds, the only way he will know what we used to be is to willingly spill my 
blood and not kill me. What a cruel ruse. | can only pray that my death isn’t what will 
bring his memory back, this time. 


| watch as a silver Pontiac pulls into the driveway. It's him! He exits the car and | 


see what I've only seen pictures of. He is tall with olive skin, dark hair, dark eyes and a 
slight smile on his handsome face. 
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Cadence runs back to my room and opens the door without knocking, “Mistress,” 
she whispers. 


“Isee him, Cadence. Please go open the door.” 
She pauses for a moment and gives me a worried look. “If this doesn’t work out—" 
My patience is short. “We don't want to leave him waiting, Cadence.” 


“I know, Mistress. But, if this doesn’t work out | have a plan...for the next time. 1 
know I should have brought this up earlier but....." The doorbell rings. 


“You're right, you should have said something earlier. But i's too late now. | pray 
there won't be a next time.” | fight to keep the tears at bay. 


“As do |, Mistress. I'l let him in.” 
Cadence turns away and runs down the stairs like a child on Christmas morning 
‘The sound of the front door opening brings a chill to my body and I hear them talking. | go 
to look in the mirror one more time. But then | realize, “It won't do any good,” I muse to my- 
self. 
Once I reach the top of the stairs, | hear Cadence telling him that I'l be down 


soon. | take one deep breath and begin to walk down the stairs. His back is to me and he 
doesn't hear me coming down the steps. God, please. 


m 
“Hello Steven,” | say standing at the bottom of the stairs. 

“Rowan, it's wonderful to..." He trails off as he turns to face me. 

“I know what I look like to you. Please, II just need you to listen for a moment.” 


He stands up slowly and raises his right hand to his mouth. “What are you?" he 
whispers. 


I stay where | am afraid to move closer in fear of what he may do. “I told you | 
looked different.” 


“But you're not human, are you?" 


“No, not anymore. But you don't have to be afraid.” | inch closer to him but still 
keep a safe distance. 


“Why did you bring me here? Are you going to hurt me?” His face falters and he 
backs away from me almost falling over the small living room table. 
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“No. | would never hurt you. You know me. That's why I brought you here. 
This— | say gesturing to myself. “What you see, i's a curse. We've been cursed. You 
used to love me, Steven, we used to love each other.” 


His face becomes hard and frightened. “I don't know you. | don’t even know what 
you are!” 


“Please, just listen.” | begin to explain everything that has happened in our past 
and he listens quietly. “What harm will come if you would only do as | ask? If you don't re- 
member afterwards, if it doesn’t become clear, you can leave. And you don't have to come 
back again. You'll never hear from me again. Please,” | plead. “For as long as | can re- 
member, | have loved you and only you.” 


As | slowly walk toward him | see Cadence standing in the living room door way 
idy to run to him. I shake my head telling her to back away. She obeys 


| look at Steven and point to the living room table where a wooden box with an- 
cient carvings sits. “It's a thrice blessed dagger in the box. It's the only weapon that can 
pierce the flesh of a succubus.” 


As he opens the box and gasps. He holds in his hand a dagger with a wooden 
hilt and sharpened stone blade. Very simple. Very dangerous. | reach out my arm to him 
and he recoils slightly from the look of my claws. He grabs my arm and makes a small cut. 
But it doesn't bleed. 


“My body is different. To make the blood flow, you have to cut a little deeper. 
look at him and smile at how close he is to me, taking pleasure in the smell of his Skin. 


My delight is short lived. | don’t know if itis the venomous look of my snake-like 
eyes or the small fangs that show from my open mouth but the change in his eyes is in- 
stant. Steven looks at my arm as the black blood begins to ooze out and stares into my 
eyes in horror. Before | can step back to protect myself, I see the dagger coming at me ina 
stabbing motion and he buries it in my belly. 


“No!” Cadence screams from the doorway. 


| stand there fora moment looking down at my abdomen, the blood now flowing 
faster and covering his hand. He shakes his head as if trying to clear away the writing on a 
child's toy and then looks at his hand. | fall to the floor and grab my wound. 


He sinks to his knees and cradles me in his arms. “No, no, no, no. Ellisbeth!” He 
remembers. “Oh, God. I'm sorry.” 


“it’s ok, my love. | understand.” | look over to see Cadence now sitting on the 
plush brown couch with her head in her hands. 


Chiron kisses my lips and looks at me with tears streaming from his eyes. “I'm 
sorry, my love. | should have...” 


wa 


reach up and touch his face. “You couldn't have known. | don't blame you. | 
never have and I never will. We'll get it right." 


Cadence gets up slowly and comes to kneel beside me. “Mistress, |'ll know what 
to do next time, if you will both allow it” 


Chiron looks at her waiting to hear her speak. 

“Just as | have taken you these past few lifetimes from your birth parents, | will 
take Chiron and raise you both, together.” She looks at him. “You won't be afraid of her 
because you'll know her. I'll teach you.” 

My voice is low. “You can't take him from his family.” 


Chiron shakes his head again, harder this time. “It's my choice and | want her to 
do it. We can't do this again!” 


“i's ok, my love. You'll get it right. | have faith in you.” My hand falls from his 
face onto Cadences' lap. 


They both continue to speak but their voices begin to drift away from my reality 
“Do it, Cadence.” | whisper. 


‘And now it's quiet and there is no pain. | am anxious to start my new life. Anew 
life that has all the possibilities that we've never had. One more time is all it will take. 


We will get it right. 


wy Finis 


R.A. Boyd has always been a lover of science-fiction and chick-lit and is currently an 

aspiring author in both genres. She is currently working toward a B.A. in English with a 

track in Literature and Creative Writing and is patiently awaiting the day she sees her 
name on the New York Best Sellers List 
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Angel Perez lives in California, and has been modeling in a variety of styles for more 
than five years. You can find her at http: /www.modelmayhem.com/GravedollieSS6 


Beaver Photography has been doing fetish and art based photography in the LA area for 
almost ten years now. Go to http:/www.modelmayhem.com/beaver1996 for more. 
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nd What Brice for This Life? 


by Jeffrey L. Shipley 


first saw the demon when | was about ten years old. | knew that it had been there for 
years, but I never truly saw it until that night. Before, | might have caught a glimpse of a 
‘shadow moving behind me while no one was around. Things that were there but never 
really seen. Once, as | walked downstairs to the basement, | saw a shadow blink out. At 
the foot of the steps was a shadow a man might throw, but it disappeared as | descended 
Itdidn't move; it just ceased to be, replaced by light, even though no additional light had 
been tumed on. It was as if something solid had just vanished. 

Then in my first year of middle school, it showed itself to me. | don’t think it wanted to 
‘scare me. I wasn't, though | don't know why. I was startled, and unnerved, but not truly 
scared. Not at first. 

It appeared in my room late one night. | woke up to a horrible stench, and there it was. 
It crouched over me, on my bed. It was strange that something so huge wasn't crushing 
the bed, as you would expect it to, but the thing barely even mashed down the mattress. | 
couldn't make out any eyes in the dark shadows of its face, but | did see its teeth. Rows 
and rows of sharp fangs, like a shark's. | think that it wanted to taunt me. | believe that it 
wanted me to know that it was there, without a doubt; there to change my pitiful life. It 
would drive me to misery and despair, and | couldn't do anything about it. At least that's 
what | think about it now. Back then I wasn't sure what to make of a seven foot tall thing 
standing on my bed; looking down on me as it flicked around its barbed tail same as a cat 
might do. 

‘Suddenly it extended impossibly long arms and clawed at the walls on either side of it 
Now | felt terror, and pulled my covers tighter as if that would protect me. This somehow 
amused the creature and it threw back its head letting out an inhuman chuckle. The sound 
that came from that gapping maw of a mouth was terrifying, but cut short as the thing's. 
head interrupted the path of my ceiling fan's moving blades. They splintered and broke on 
its head. 

The great tension | was under was partially relieved by the slapstick antics of this inhu- 
‘man creature. Its effect on my nerves produced a belly-bursting laugh that infuriated the 
thing. From, seemingly, nowhere it unfolded incredibly huge wings that made me feel as if 
it intended on blocking out the world and transporting me to some hellish dimension. It 
snarled and drew its face close to mine. Now I saw its eyes, two red glowing embers 
tucked into deep set pockets surrounded by the dead flesh of its face. It smelled of the 
worst smell you can imagine magnified a hundred times. Somehow | knew it smelled of old 
earth, and ancient death. It disappeared as | vomited on myself. 

It's come back many times in my life. It's been the source of so much pain and suffer- 
ing. It won't show itself to me again; not fully. After that night it returned to shadows. But 
it's never let me forget its existence. If only ithad killed me that night. There must be a 
special place in Heaven for ten year old boys killed by demons. But now, years later, | 
don't think I'l ever get into Heaven. 

‘Are the demon's crimes my own? Can | be blamed for my inability to stop it? Ever 
since that night the demon has stayed close to me. And with it, death follows. | wondered 
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‘so many times what I could do, and what it could want of me. 

‘My parents had found me, the morning after the demon’s appearance, sleeping in 
vomit. My story was too incredible for anyone to believe, so they forbid me to repeat it. My 
broken fan was to be replaced by my own earnings and my parents soon made arrange- 
ments for me to take on a paper route 

About two weeks later, | witnessed the first death. It was on a crisp fall moming; a Sat- 
urday when most kids my age were either asleep, or enjoying whatever cartoons were on. 
Thad the paper route, and felt sad and lonely; but more than this I was outraged. | was just 
beginning to leam the hard fact that, most often, life is not fair. Being an only child, it was 
still hard for me to believe that one person could be made to pay for the crimes of another, 
even if that other had wings and a tall, and could vanish into nothing. 

So, feeling pitiful and sorry for myself, | meandered through the route without much 
hast. In my slow walk up the block Jimmy, a boy from my homeroom class, must have seen 
me. I'm not sure what his intentions were; probably just to startle me. | was on the oppo- 
site side of the street, and he must have hidden himself behind a bush. 

As | approached he came towards me but moved as if being pushed by something un- 
seen. He held on his face an expression of shear terror. He continued towards me, cross- 
ing the road right into the path of a passing truck. | was horrified and scared, but probably 
would not have realized it to be an act of the demon except for a whiff of its stench, anda 
quick glimpse of a tail that flittered under the truck along with Jimmy. 

Yet any hope that the thing met its demise with my former classmate was dispersed 
about a year later. 

The incident of Jimmy had convinced my parents that little boys should not be on the 
streets alone. The paper route was abandoned, and the debt of the fan forgiven. | know 
that my mother felt bad over the horrible site that | was forced to witness. 

“it happened right before his eyes, poor thing!” | would hear her repeat over and over. 
My melancholy, and subsequent search for solitude, was attributed to this fact. In reality it 
was my guilt that Jimmy was murdered in what | thought was a waming to me. Waming or 
tribute, 'm not sure which now, but that Jimmy was killed because of some sort of connec- 
tion to me, weighed heavy on my immature mind. 

Night after night, | would cry out to the thing. | hoped that it had died along with Jimmy, 
but | would stil try. Ifit would have reappeared, I'm not sure what | would have asked of it. 
Ihhad some idea back then, but it's forgotten now. It wouldn't show itself to me as it did that, 
‘one night. It stayed away long enough for me to think that it was done with me. It's still not 
done with me though. | wonder where it goes when it's not interfering with my life. Does it 
watch me from the shadows, or is it busy tormenting others as it does me? Possibly it re- 
tums to whatever Hell i's escaped from. 

The intervening year changed me into a brooding young boy. Perhaps out of sorrow, or 
due to my difference from other boys, | tumed the head of young Suzy Quinn. I had sought 
solitude for months, but it was interrupted almost constantly, during and after school. In 
class she somehow always managed to be seated next to me. Calls for help regarding 
homework assignments came regularly; sometimes twice a night. | was at first reluctant to 
be drawn out of my self imposed shell. But I did think her cute in my childish mind. It was 
flattering that she would be interested in me. After some time, the phone calls became just 
calls without need of ulterior motives. And ignoring the taunts of other children we would sit 
together at lunch. Soon we were openly calling ourselves “boyfriend” and “girlfriend.” | still 
held back the horrible secret that | bore. | know that I couldn't say anything to her, but to 
this day | wish that | had tried. It stil wouldn't have helped though. | know that it wouldn't 
have saved her, but my life has become a mass of regrets and self doubt. | second guess 
almost every action. 

Itwas after lunch one day, and | was walking her back to class. We shared the sweet 
Soft kiss of two children who believe that they are in love. She went into the gir's room, 
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and never returned to me. 

Iwas waiting in the hall, and heard her screams. My heart leaped and | was paralyzed 
with fear. Mr. Leary came out of his English class to find out the source of the commotion 
He sent a female student in to investigate. She came out screaming before he entered. 
Suzy was dead. They say that she slipped and hit her head, but I know better. Where | 
stood | had smelled the smell that the demon carried with it, coming from the girl's room. 1 
stood transfixed, refusing to believe that it was happening again. | reasoned that | must be 
dreaming and felt as if | were watching a movie. Nothing seemed real to me. Tears flowed 
down my cheeks. Eventually teachers and administrators tried to console me. | was ush- 
ered away, refusing to speak to anyone. 

‘My parents were so concerned for me. | was So young, and had witnessed two horrible 
tragedies. My classmates were not so kind. Remembering all too well my proximity to 
Jimmy's death, they deemed me a jinx. I was called a freak, and a killer. | think that even 
the teachers were viewing me with suspicion. | doubt that they believed me responsible, 
but they felt something. Some touch of the demon had raised their unease. 

I did blame myself though. | felt that if | had never befriended Suzy, that she would 
have been spared. In my own childish way I had come to love her. Someone else’s death, 
| thought, would not as been as painful as hers. 

cursed my demon the night that Suzy died. It might not have been the wisest of ac- 
tions, challenging something as powerful and immensely evil as | believe it to be. But in 
my anger, | dared. | cursed and blasphemed. | felt alone in existence; a solitary being in 
the universe; devoid of hope or help. Amidst my ranting | thought that | heard the laugh of 
the demon. | lay awake for fear of being slaughtered in my sleep, and shook at every sin- 
gle creak or groan of the house. 

Five years passed without incident. After awhile | allowed myself the peace of mind to 
believe that my demon had been the product of an overactive adolescent imagination. 
Eventually | started to fool myseif into believing that the deaths had really been accidents, 
and nothing more. No one else had seen anything to lead them to believe otherwise. It 
was just a nightmare that | had that night; and later I et it play on my mind while in the 
midst of incredibly stressful events. It was this, and nothing more. 

After Suzy's death I had again distanced myself from human contact. At first it seemed 
necessity. | was protecting myself, protecting others. But as time passed, and I doubted 
my own memories it seemed unnecessary. The onset of puberty set in. My “puppy love” 
affair with Suzy whet my appetite for more, so that my self imposed solitude became too 
much to bear. 

We had moved away before | was in high school. My current group of peers knew noth- 
ing of my life, save that which | chose to share. | started feeling foolish for distancing my- 
self from the other students. | still held some fear that the demon was waiting for me to 
‘drop my guard, but eventually this diminished to almost nothing, 

Fora time after Suzy’s death, my schoolwork had suffered. Eventually though, | threw 
myseff into my class work. By the time I was in High School, | was thought of as a studious 
young man. | would hesitate to use the term “nerdy,” but that's probably the image most 
would have had of me. 

‘On my sixteenth year, | decided that it was time to re-acclimate myself to the social cir- 
cles of my classmates. But I was handicapped by years of near solitude. 

The kids that did associate with me were of no help, nearly being social outcasts them- 
selves. But | was determined to make friends, and in time strengthened what tentative 
bonds I had formed and created new ones. | even met a girl that | started to fall for. 

Patricia Moore was a thin dark haired beauty. Some called her a witch but I had no use 
{or their suspicions or stereotypes. Despite the cautionary wamings of my new friends, | 
pursued her. We grew close and eventually, she became my lover. Unlike my short, child- 
ish romance with Suzy this was, though still immature, what I believed an adult retation- 
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ship. | couldn't help but to feel the presence of the demon waiting in the shadows. But 
every imagining | would quickly dismiss. 

Patty was fascinated by things dark and sinister. My own tortured past instilled in me a 
similar attraction and repulsion to the unknown, though on a more unconscious level than 
hers. We were together for some months, before | told her of my secret past. After the ini- 
tial disbelief (She would test my sincerity with remarks like “You're just teasing me!”) she 
was thrilled to hear proof of the very things that she longed to believe in. 

Soon she had the idea to try and contact the demon through a séance or some sort of 
conjuring. | was against it. I did doubt my own memories, no matter how vivid. But if tt 
were true, then calling on the demon would be foolish if not suicidal. | remembered the bro- 
ken fan. Wasn't that physical proof enough? But love, or lust, won out over prudence. 
‘One night as a storm raged outside, we sequestered ourselves in her room. We attempted 
a séance where | called out to the thing. | dared it to show itself. My cries went unan- 
‘swered without even a hint of a response. Our attempts with a Ouija board were similarly 
unsuccessful 

Still the atmosphere and excitement brought on by these attempts had an aphrodisiacal 
effect on Patty's young mind. We made love on the floor while the storm's fury continued 
Was it just a coincidence that our simultaneous orgasms were punctuated with breaking 
glass, as a tree limb shattered one of her windows? We rolled off of each other, laughing. 

I couldn't help but fee! foolish 

‘Our relationship continued well and uneventfully for some months. On occasion she 
would suggest that we reattempt our conjuring, but | would always dismiss the idea as fool- 
ishness. 

In reality | was thankful that the attempts had been unsuccessful and didn’t want to press 
my luck. She would pout at my refusals, begging me to try again. | later found that she 
must have continued on her own. She was studying conjuring and demons secretly and 
without my assistance. | think that she might have found some demon’s rite. 

Whatever her actions were, Patty did feel the demon’s touch. She was killed in her 
home, late one night. No one was home to witness or help her. hope that she found 
peace along with whatever else that she was looking for. 

This death, too, was deemed an accident. But | know better. After five years, the demon 
had returned. Soon after her funeral, | tried to take my own life. | used an insufficient num- 
ber of the prescribed sleep aids and antidepressants that my mother was taking on my be- 
half. Once recovered, | tried a short bout of therapy myself. 

Somehow my current group of classmates found out about the history of death in my 
past. Afterwards I was labeled “Mr. Death.” But the jocular taunts of students turned to 
school wide fear as three more people close to me died within two years. 

The next person to die was my closest friend Charlie who wreaked his car into the wall 
of amini-market. It was then that I was really ostracized by my fellow students. All save 
Bill, who would stand up to anyone who taunted me. But the bizarre death of my father left 
even him to doubt 

Unlike my mother, my father had developed a tough love stance regarding my experi- 
ences. My attempt at suicide had furthered the distance between us. In his mind my 
mother had coddied me, in a sense, driving me to my actions; warping me. He was wrong, 
but some people will only believe what they want. 

I knew that my parents were having difficulties, some stemming from their ideas over 
their only child, most due to years of growing further apart. I had suspected that my father 
had a mistress, but choose not to think on it. | have no idea what my mother thought. 

‘One winter's day removed all doubt. He was late from work, choosing to stop by at his 
mistress’s house. | have forgotten her name by choice, but | hear that she was quite beau- 
tiful. They were naked and in her kitchen. During the act of sex, a butcher block of knives 
came crashing down on the couple. They died spasming together on the kitchen floor. 
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‘The fact that this was my father was of little discouragement to my classmates who only 
‘saw more chances to taunt and fear “Mr. Death.” But now they did so with an air of real 
incredulity. So when Bill was murdered just three months later, all suspicion fell on me. 

He was found strangled on the wooded path he used to go to and from school. The po- 
lice investigated me with full vigor. 

In the end they could tum up nothing concrete to assist them, and for the time being la- 
beled the case as “unsolved.” | think the whole town viewed me as guilty. Even my mother 
seemed distrustful. | agree that it's near impossible to believe that all these deaths oc- 
curred around me without my involvement. | even heard rumors that the police were look- 
ing into the other incidents to find a connection or some proof against me. Though nothing 
‘seemed to come of it, and I wondered how anyone would have been aware of such an in- 
vestigation anyway. 

alone knew the truth about it all. | alone bear that burden of horror. | couldn't tell an- 
other soul, for who would believe anyway. If they wouldn't tum me over to the authorities 
‘as mad, they would assuredly be murdered as were the previous victims. 

After a lull of another two years the demon, my nemesis, has finally revealed his intent. 

I now know his pian for my ruination. He has killed the last remaining person who | held 
dear. Soon it will be my turn. I wish that | had been braver in my attempt at suicide. It 
would have been better that | had died long ago, than to share responsibilty for all these 
deaths. Worse now all will truly believe that | really am “Mr. Death!” | will be labeled a se- 
fial killer, while the demon goes free. Even the police, who must be on their way now, will 
be convinced of my guilt. 

Why couldn't it have left my mother and just killed me? How did it hide itself so com- 
pletely when it took hold of my hands and placed them on my mother's throat in that 
‘crowded mall? | screamed for someone to help me. | begged for them to pull it off of me, 
but they acted like it wasn't there. They looked at me like | was crazy. | remember how I 
‘saw Jimmy get pushed in front of the truck, so | understand. 

But surely they must have known that | wasn't the one who so easily tossed aside two 
security guards that were attempting to apprehend me. | would not have run out of the mall 
had the demon not controlled me. It wasn't my desire to throttle that old man and steal his 
car. 

I'm sure they'll say that I'm insane... a sociopath, a psycho-killer. They might think that | 
killed the people who meant the most to me to posses their souls; so that | could always 
keep them with me. But | was only afraid to lose people to the demon. I never felt that 
they might somehow desert me. 

Now I'm sitting in my house with a knife in my hand. The police will be here soon, but 
my demon will be finished with me by then. | see it now, just as | did all those years ago. 
There is no hope. 


~ Finis v 


Jeffrey L. Shipley has his own demons that follow him. They like to hide his car keys 
when he’s already running late. 
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Chris Friend has been working within the small press horror magazines for close to 
thirty years. His drawings are considered bizarre and unigue, sometimes too much so. 
To sample his work, go to http:/ichris michaelherring net 
He also writes the newsletter Mars at www_blackpetals.net 
His heroes are HR Giger, Wayne Barlowe, Allen Koszowski, among many others. 
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Loving the Succubus 
by E. Doyle-Gillespie 


They will wonder, 

at my boxing gym, 

in the dank, humid stink 

of the men’s locker room, 

what woman has left bite marks 

and vivid, manicured roadmaps. 

‘on my body? 

The office men will ask why 

lam so sunken and wan 

at the start of the day. 

They will ask if caring for 

this new, old house is keeping me 
up all night. 

| will picture you coming to me 

the way you do, at night, 

sometimes tall and blond, 
sometimes as the small Latina 

who wears only leather boots 

and dragon tattoos. 

| will think of how you first seemed to float 
over my bed, half-hazy 

in my sleeping hours, 

but how your sweat clings to me now 
as you touch me at night and 
straddle me from above. 

They will ask again what keeps me up night, 
and | will tell them, simply, 

that | have met an older woman. 


E, Doyle-Gillespie is a long-time fan of things that go bump in the night. 
He is extremely happy to be part of this extended Addams Family. 


Unique handcrafted items made for YOU! 
http://bunnymade,com/ 


Booves 


by Hillary Lyon 


slipping out of the shower 
clouds of steam 
‘obscure all mirrors 


‘drops of water easily roll 
down her arms down the back 
of her lean legs 


she shakes out 
her chestnut mane 
wraps a scratchy towel 


around her litheness 
tonight the party people 
will ask her 


to dance to drink 
to do whatever 
they please she muses 


as she dresses 
ina little black frock 
dons jangly gold bangles 


black seamed hose 
thigh high 
Perfecting the illusion 


her hooves 
are merely patent leather boots 
just made for dancing 
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Delectable Delicacy 


by Nancy O. Greene 


‘You relish the feel of the skin as the knife peels it away in fine strips. It slides off 
the blade into the container nearly filled with meaty pieces while your victim's eyes watch, 
horrified. Unable to speak, mouth gagged and covered in duct tape. Muffled screams, 
bound arms and legs flailing. You stare, riveted. Slowly, you lif the blade again, cut into the 
meat of the thigh. The splash of blood lights up your apron. Again, again, again, cutting at 
muscle, thick and tender. A sweet sound, a sweeter smell. 


The victim trembles, pleads through the gag. Don't! Please! You know the words 
well and shake your head, wag the knife back and forth. The tip touches the victim's face, 
traces a thin line trom temple to chin. No break in the flesh, but the outline swells, becomes 
‘a welt. Eyes roll to the back of the head, a last gasp rattles in the throat. The individual falls 
into unconsciousness. You smile. Later you will dispose of the human body, live or dead 


You take the container to a wide-brimmed sink. You put on gloves, wash each 
morsel gently, careful not to rinse away too much blood. Finished, you place them into 
freezer bags, air tight. Putting those aside, you wash your hands and face, pull out a mirror 
to check for telltale splotches of red. None. You run smooth hands over your homs and 
your clothes, put on a fashionable winter coat. The tip of your tall sticks out, but no matter. 
it's snowing, and you'd like to remain as warm as you can, even though the journey is not 
long 


‘Once outside the shed, you clutch the bags close; not a drop lands on the ground, 
though your hooves taint the freshly fallen snow. But soon enough they are covered, the 
trail hidden. 


The main house is warm, loud. Other demons—your finely attired guests—are in 
the living room, laughing around a fireplace. Glasses clink. Faint groans and the scent of 
freshly baked pie permeate the air. You take the meat to the kitchen, line the choicest 
pieces on a cutting block and throw the scraps back into a plastic bag. You gather spices 
from the cupboard—cracked black pepper, sea salt, dried ginger—and from the refrigerator 
garlic, onions, red peppers, butter. Keep it simple, to flavor but not overpower. A touch of 
the butter, no more. You rub it all in, place the meat in a pan, slide it into the oven. 


‘You then mingle with the guests and tell jokes. The aroma wafts from the kitchen 
and they inquire as to what smelis So good. You smile, say that all will have to wait. Once 
it's done, you go back to the kitchen, put on oven mitts and place the pan on the stove top. 
‘You gamish a serving dish, carefully arrange the pieces. The scraps are picked up and car- 
ried along as well 


They love the cooked meat, beg to know what kind of spices you used. They've 
never had such succulent human flesh before. You laugh and tell them that you won't re- 
veal your secrets. There's disappointment, but it passes. There is, after all, the entertain- 
ment to consider. 

‘AS you and your guest enjoy your meal, the groans of hunger pains from the fire- 
place—an omately decorated pit in the middle of the living room floor—grow louder. One by 
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one you take tums tossing down the unsuitable raw pieces. All laugh and snort as the un- 
dead—the cast aside remains of uncooked humans, reanimated for your amusement— 
claw at each other fora taste of the fresh meat. 

Throughout, the guests continue to savor their meal and the festivities provided. 
Juices are sopped up with bread, fingers and claws licked. You are told that i's the best 
feast they've ever had. Yes, a good time. A fine meal 


~ Finis ~ 


Nancy O. Greene started writing at the age of nine. Her works include Portraits in the 
Dark: A Collection of Short Stories, which received a brief mention in The Year’s Best 
Fantasy and Horror 2007; and fiction, non-fiction, and poetry in ChiZine; Smile, Hon, 
You're in Baltimore, edifice WRECKED; RESPECT International, All Things Girl, 
Freshly Squeezed: An Anthology: and a forthcoming poetry anthology from Shroud 
Publishing. She was an editor for Pen in Hand (the newsletter of the Maryland 
Writers’ Association), is currently the fiction editor for Tales of Blood and Roses, 
and is a contributor to Dark Recesses Magazine and Flames Rising. Nancy has a BAin 
Cinema and a minor in Creative Writing from the University of Southern California and 
has attended the Borderlands Press Writers Boot Camp. 


Optivion is an artist living in Tokyo. He tells us, “I like my umbrella, ghouls, nebulas, 
drawing, harmonicas, vampires, making music and anti-gravity serum.” 
For more info, go to www.optivion.net, 
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Doing Man 
by Jannabelle Lee 


Young man 
missing an arm and yelling obscenities at me 
on my twilit street 


| think of the extras in zombie flms sought 
because they had missing limbs 

easily augmented by movie magic 

to seem gored 

or gnawed and stringy 


And if his one undeniable arm 

had gotten a hold of me 

would | rip my nails out in protest 

and swallow bloody pulp from my own cheek 
before escaping to nurse wounds 

or succumbing to violence 


Its the things 

just beyond the curve of imagination 
and within easy reach 

that chill me to tender marrow. 


|Jannabelle Lee watched a man expel his guts in close proximity to her motor vehicle and 

prayed for rain. The rain did not come, but the foul-smelling muck spelled out a haiku: the 

contents here are last night's lover, nougat, my piranha heart. Days later she is comforted 
by this and looks forward to more presentations of poetry in unexpected places. 


From the harbor to the hills, SMILE, HON, YOU'RE IN BALTIMORE! 
collects the tales of those for whom Mobtown has left her indelible mark: 
polished, professional essays; barroom sermons delivered from the 
sanctity of a favorite stool, the poet's fleeting sentiment captured in both- 
word and snapshot - a slice of Baltimore as told by Baltimore, all presented 
with the time-honored, DIY accessibility of a limited-run, handcrafted zine. 


hitp://www.eightstonepress.com/ 


Alone 


by A.g. Synclair 


Maria reached down and slipped the index finger of her right hand in between the sole and 
the upper of her tattered suede boot. Over time, the sole had come unglued, allowing 
shards of stone and gravel, or anything else for that matter, to find a home inside. Tiny bits 
of debris were now wedged there, and hopping around on her left foot, the foot with the 
boot that was still intact, she pulled the right shoe off. All of this dancing about caused her 
backpack to shift under the weight of its contents and Maria lost her balance, landing ass- 
first on the gravel road beneath her. She tapped the toe end of the boot on the road a cou- 
ple of times, finally dislodging the offending roughage. Maria slipped the boot back on, 
pulled a roll of silver duct tape from her back pack, and using her teeth, she ripped a 5 inch 
piece of tape from the roll. Returning the tape to her pack, she pinched the suede toe and 
Tubber sole together, and secured them with the strip of frayed tape. Back on her feet, she 
decided that perhaps it was easier to walk closer to the road now, where the pavement was 
relatively free of debris, but in this darkness that could be fatal. She'd purposely chosen 
this route, a deserted secondary road running parallel to the interstate. She didn’t want to 
be found. After all, she was running away. Running from another failed attempt at being 
with a man, running from the demons that taunted her, running she thought, from herself. 
Aaron Lockhart waited a moment before sending the instant message. After 3 weeks of 
this, he knew the suspense would only make her more anxious to say yes. Tonight she 
would agree to meet. Lockhart took a deep drag off of one of the expensive British ciga- 
rettes he favored, the name of which impressed her, and sitting naked, awash in the glow 
of the computer screen, he slid the mouse back and forth on the mouse pad, waited an- 
‘other moment, then raised his index finger, and clicked “send”. 

In the basement bedroom of an old farmhouse less than 50 miles away, Sonia Braithwaite 
looked away from the instant message popping up on her computer screen and stared at 
her bedroom door. Her parents disliked her having a computer in her room, but she was 15, 
and they had resigned themselves to the fact that this was a new age. She had worked 
every day after school, and half days on Saturdays stocking shelves and working the cash 
register at the Stop ‘n Go Mini Mart in Falls Bridge for two years, saving every penny she 
made to buy a used computer, and pay her parents half of the monthly internet access fee 
that they had grudgingly agreed to split with her. Another semester of straight A's and Mom 
and Dad had finally given in. Now and again they would make excuses to barge in under 
the ruse of checking on her. At least Sonia considered it barging, Mom and Dad just called 
it checking in. They had heard many horror stories from the folks at work, and watched the 
nightly news as yet another intemet predator was being led away in handcuffs, the body of 
his young victim found in a ditch, or a basement crawispace. This new technology was not 
going to be responsible for taking their only daughter away. 

‘There was nothing on the other side of the door. Mom and Dad were certainly asleep by 
now. She smiled as she tuned her attention back to the computer screen and read Aarons 
instant message. She clapped her hands and giggled like a girl half her age, and in a bold, 
capitalized font, replied with a definite and giddy, YES! 

Maria had always been a strong girl, never afraid of the dark, and that was especially good 
Now, as the interstate and its guiding light angled off to the south leaving only the moon to 
shepherd her along her route until the two roads intersected again a mile or so ahead. This 
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had been the major east-west route, from the shore, inland, prior to the construction of the 
interstate highway 50 years ago. Far less traveled now, save for a few locals and the occa- 
sional tourist looking for a more scenic route. If she kept moving, she figured she could be 
hit Eaten by daybreak. There was a coffee shop or diner she seemed to recall, where she 
could refuel, then, in another few hours she'd be at the cottage. This place of refuge by the 
sea that she had inherited upon the death of her parents, was a place that she could stay, 
unbothered. Now that another retationship had ended poorty, she had to learn how to be 
alone. It was best that she was alone. 

When Lockhart exited the highway at the Eaten-Falls Bridge ramps, he pulled over to the 
side of the road, snatched the map from the visor over his head and double checked the di- 
rections Sonia had given him. East on 31A into Falls Bridge Township, then another two 
miles to Bridge Road on the right: look for the white newspaper box with a black wrought 
iron post. Meet you there at midnight, after my parents are asleep. He was hoping this, 
meeting would go better. His first meeting with the other one had gone poorty, and he al- 
‘most couldn't bear the thought of this one turing out badly, but he wanted desperately to 
meet her. In the chat room, she'd been so kind to him, and her picture was lovely. Don't be 
like the other one he thought. Don’t be like her. 

The headlights caught Marla off guard. She was surprised to see someone traveling the 
‘same route she was, headed toward the sea on this deserted side road on an early spring 
night, long before the start of the tourist season. Must be a local she thought, as she quick- 
ened her steps, and noticed that the headlights were not overtaking her as quickly as they 
should be. Lockhart was even more surprised to see this young woman, alone, backpack in 
tow, walking upright and confident on a mostly deserted secondary route. He slowed be- 
side her and pressed the button on the armrest to lower the power window on the passen- 
ger side of his new SUV. Maria kept walking, eyes forward, hands grasping the straps of 
her backpack, wishing this intruder would go away. When Lockhart slowed even more to 
match Maria's gait, and offered her a ride, she squeezed her eyes shut so tightly that a tear 
made its way out of her left eye. She could feel herself beginning to tremble just a bit, as 
the thought of getting into this strangers car petrified her, yet the draw was powerful. She 
was always helpless in situations such as this, and for that she despised herself. It pulled 
her, like a noose tied tightly around her guts, and she knew she'd give in. She would get 
into this strangers car, but it would be the last time, this she promised herself 


Sonia tured to look at the clock on her nightstand. 11:23. Thirty-seven minutes. Her par- 
ents were sound asleep, both earty to bed, early-to-risers. She checked herself in the mir- 
Tor again. She hoped she looked 18. Everyone said she did, especially when she was 
made up, and wore this dress, the one her father hated. She hated being 15. The chat 
rooms were cool. She didn’t have to be 15 in the chat rooms. The first guy she met online 
tumed out to be a real creep, a Goth kid who wanted to pierce her with a safety pin and cut 
her with a razor so she could bleed for him. She had heard stories about internet weirdoes 
but Aaron seemed different. He said he was 23, and his picture was nice. 11:36. Time to lo- 
off, slip out the basement half window, and start walking to the end of her street. 


‘A few drops of rain popped on the windshield as Lockhart debated how far to take Marla 
before dumping her. After all, he couldn't meet his computer date with another woman in 
the car. How would that look? Lockhart had told Marla that he could only take her a short 
way, as he was meeting a friend and thought it might be uncomfortable for her with another 
woman in the car. He decided to drive past the comer where he was to meet Sonia, maybe 
a quarter mile past, get rid of this woman, then backtrack to the rendezvous spot. Aaron 


27 0 


hesitated telling a total stranger any more about his liaison with a girl he'd met in an inter- 
net chat room. It didn’t seem like a wise decision to share too many more details, but pretty 
soon he'd be rid of her anyway, So when Maria inquired as to the details of the meeting, 
‘Aaron decided it couldn’t do any harm, 

‘Quietly sharing benign details of his impending intemet date—with yet another stranger sit- 
ting beside him—Lockhart glanced at the SUV's odometer, noting the distance he had 
driven from the exit ramp, and slowed a bit as he spotted the sign for Bridge Road on his 
right. The white newspaper box was just where she had said it was, and Lockhart began to 
perspire a bit as his mind raced. Would she look like her picture? Would she get in the car? 
‘Would she be afraid? He needed to get rid of his passenger now. Pulling off to the side of 
the road, Marla knew what was happening. This man was going to leave her here after 
sharing intimate details of his life. He was meeting some gitl from an internet chat room, 
‘someone no doubt underage, charmed by him and his English cigarettes. She was being 
rejected again. Men always did this to her. They always unceremoniously dumped her 
somewhere. They are unreliable, and another unreliable man was not acceptable. 

‘The SUV appeared to pass somewhat slowly, but was already fading into the country dark- 
ness as Sonia reached the end of Bridge Road and stood by the white newspaper box. She 
caught just a glimpse of the taillights as they disappeared into woods that lined 314. It 
couldn't have been him, her directions were perfect, and she knew it would only be a mat- 
ter of moments before she'd finally get to meet Aaron. She was a few minutes early. llumi- 
nated only by a moon that would come and go at the whim of impending rain clouds, Sonia 
sat herself down on a dormant flower bed, and waited for him to arrive. 

Slowing now, keeping his foot on the brake, and retuming the gear shift to Park, Lockhart 
cocked his head to the left to find a suitable place to spin the car back around once his 
good deed for the day had dragged her ass out of the car and continued on her way. Marla 
fumbled a bit with her backpack. He caught only a flash of the knife blade, illuminated in the 
glow of green dashboard lights. Before he could fathom in his mind what was happening, 
before he could raise a hand to stop it, the blade was gliding through his neck muscles and 
into his throat. He protested with a guttural, gurgling sound, as warmth began to wash over 
his neck, flowing over his chest, stomach, and crotch, puddling for a moment between his 
legs, and then soaking into the gray, fabric covered bucket seat. His eyes were rolling back 
into the sockets now, and his right foot relaxed, falling from the brake pedal onto the carpet 
below. Lockhart's right arm dropped to the seat beside him, the half-smoked Frobisher & 
Gleason cigarette still burning between his first and middle finger. A swirling, blue halo of 
‘smoke crashed into the headliner above, arced downwards, and split into a million little 
vapor trails swirling at the tips’ of Maria's bloody fingers as she wiped the knife on the pas- 
‘senger seat, then slipped it back into her pack, stammed the passenger door shut and con- 
tinued her journey east to be alone by the sea. 


~ Finis ~ 


Ag. Synclair is the editor and publisher of The Montucky Review, a journal of poetry 
and prose. His work has appeared in a wide variety of online and print publications 
including, Right Hand Pointing, The Foundling Review, The Plebian Rag, 
Aftertaste Magazine, The Camel Saloon, and many others. He lives, writes,and 
otherwise collaborates in southwestem Montana with his significant other, the artist and 
poet Heather Brager. Alone is part two of an as yet unfinished trilogy. 
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Barely Covered 
by Rebecca Urban 


Black sheets cover up her sins. Even if she pulled them down over her head, 
she'd still be visible. Crawling over her skin, his touch remains. She wishes she could re- 
member how he tasted on her tongue. Fee! his bite again at the back of her shoulder. Feel 
his pull on her soul. Dripping from his desire, she’s rotted away in this personal hell. FUCK- 
ing. Bleeding for him. Cutting herself out and giving it to him. Night after night. She's dan- 
gled on the edge of death and fucked in the face of immortality. She's been blind to any and 
all reality. There is a bubble here she cannot burst and she keeps shaking just to feel 
something. 

It's been months. Months. right? No amount of cursing and caving into herself 
makes this thing go away. Her eyes have well since adjusted to the darkness. She's eaten 
what's left and hopes that she survives the hunger pains. They almost want to break her 
{rom the inside. If she still had that left. She slowly tums onto her stomach and exposes her 
naked backside. Black and bruised. The lines that used to be tattooed there have congre- 
gated with other blade-inflicted lines until there is nothing of its original left. She can't re- 
member what it used to symbolize anyway. It's so goddamn hot. Always. She tries to touch 
her own skin and can't bare the thought of it. Her eyes have turned a milky white like that of 
her own shadow. 

Scars become her reality. She'd laugh, but her sense of humor was beaten down 
Jong ago. She craves his knife, his abusive spit on her face, and his languished eyes as he 
rapes her. What she would give to have him again. To kill him. To fuck him again. How long 
hhas it been? Her skin bums under her and she knows the bruises are liquefying her fate. 
Can she make it through her own nightmare? Daring to hope to be somewhere else, she 
shuts off that part of her brain. There is nowhere else. Steel made sure of that years ago. 
Maybe it used to terrify her. Now she wished she could sing herseff a lullaby, but her tongue 
is half gone and she knows she can’t whistle a tune if she tried. Would she even remember 
‘one? Remember what again? 

Her saliva hits the sheets and she tries to lick it back up. Her breath smells of rot- 
ting flesh. She doesn’t have much longer. If she could reach that axe..she might fuck her- 
self one last time. She can't remember a time when it wasn't so dark. When her nails didn't 
carve out a message in flesh. When she wasn't always struggling to stay sane. It's so 
crazy because she clearly was never in any fucking reality. Chloroform and being bound 
are the only images of her conception now and nothing from before remains. Before... Be- 
fore what? 

She stares at the metal door keeping her here, keeping his love inside. She real- 
izes something must be wrong. He always comes to her. He always feeds her at least with 
his dick. He barely ever said anything, but she knows he needs her. She hasn't seen him in 
along time. This room, her room, he “so carefully” set up for her so long ago. 

Her puffy mouth waters as she closes her eyes. Her arm falls off the bed and 
lands on the floor. Her eyes stare off into the distance waiting for him as the pool of blood 
starts to fall over the sheets and collects into a pool on the floor. 


~ Finis 


Rebecca Urban's life radi 9 
and Roses No.1 when she fell right into 
zine can bring pe ether. 


Ho Lives Remaining ~ 
Worror ai the Arcade 
by The Enigmatic MZ 


Today, console gaming is king, with the few remaining video game arcades reduced to 
using gimmicky interfaces and the liberal application of louder/faster/shinier to keep the 
doors open. But there once was a time in this fading Republic when you actually had to 
leave the house to get a true gaming experience, a burden compensated for by the fact 
that a good arcade had something for everyone's tastes, including horror fans. 


1. Night Slashers 1994 Data East 

Any horror fan knows the worst place to be when unfortunateness occurs is any 
kind of medical facility, which is why the first level of this beat ‘em up takes place in a hos- 
pital, overrun by “zombies and mutants” who obligingly deliquesce into piles of goo when 
defeated. From there, robot-armed Jake, Van Helsing analogue Christopher, and feisty 
‘samuri-ess Hong-Hua fight their way to the lair of the evil cyborg who started the whole 
mess. The enemies are mostly familiar, zombies, teen wolves, etc. (although Il admit the 
ghost helicopter you fight at one point was a new one on me), and while there is a little 
magic and a few combos, it's mostly just punching things into goo. Would that all problems 
were so readily solved. 


2. Death Race 1976 Exidy 

Far be it from me to naysay those leamed cultural guardians who posit that vio- 
ent video games will destroy society, but | would point out that the games seem to be tak- 
ing their sweet time about it: this one was panicking moral crusaders back in the Carter 
administration. Loosely based on a movie where competitors try to run people over, play- 
ers of this game compete to...um, run people over. While avoiding the tombstones created 
when they're successful. Oh, sure, the targets are officially called “gremlins”, but given 
that the original title of the game was “Pedestrian”, they weren't fooling anyone. Of course, 
modern observers may question how much outrage you can really generate with a game 
wherein the victims are depicted as maybe a dozen white pixels on a black screen, but | 
assure you the release of this game must have preceded a veritable plague of people ram- 
ming their Novas and Pacers into innocent joggers. That no evidence seems to exist of 
this can only be proof of the effectiveness of the media cover-up. 


3. CarnEvil 1998 Midway 
Horror and circuses go together like juggalos and trailer parks, so this shooter is a 
natural. Choose from the Freak Show, where you blast eight-legged spider monkeys and 
two-torsoed acrobats on your way to take down “Junior’, a forty-foot infant; Rickety Town, 
where you snipe evil elves from a Christmas-themed roller coaster on your way to battle 
Krampus, a sort of anti-Santa from Germanic folklore; and the Haunted House, where if 
you survive spiders and bats, you can impale Evil Marie on an graveyard obelisk, an event 
Teplayed in loving detail from several angles. Complete all three, and it's on to the big top, 
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with zombified performing poodles, and, of course, Killer clowns. Finally, in a nicely steam- 
Punkish touch, you board an airship to fight ringmaster Tokkentakker and his alter ego, the 
disembodied harlequin head Umiaut. 


4, House Of The Dead 1996 Sega 

This game had so much going for it. A genuinely creepy environment, well-con- 
ceived enemies, high-quality execution (in every sense of the word) throughout. Sure, the 
plot was a little light: your standard “mad scientist does mad science and it gets out of 
hand, threatening the world and, more importantly, the hero's love interest”, but that’s a 
classic, with plenty of room for interpretation. It's not hard to see why many horror fans 
rate this as their all-time favorite arcade game. All of which crumbled into dust as soon as 
they tried to make a movie out of it. Granted, Hollywood seems physically incapable of 
making a decent movie based on a video game, and yes, the director was walking-crime- 
against-cinema Uwe Boll, but stil, this game deserved better. 


5. Splatter House 1988 Namco 

From the “does what it says on the tin” department, this game shows that while 
you can put a lot of intellectual effort into horror, you really don't have to. Our protagonist 
(who is “inspired” by Jason Voorhees in the same way a term paper is “inspired” by copy- 
pasting a Wikipedia entry and changing the font) merrily slogs through dungeons and sew- 
ers brutalizing various lumpy, misshapen foes, sometimes with the assistance of the 
‘occasional meat cleaver or lead pipe. Throw in some some chapter title cutscenes that 
reaily want to be posters for Friday the 13th movies, add a few level bosses like a zombie 
with chainsaws for arms and a flying inverted crucifix surrounded by severed heads, and 
you've got yourself an arcade game, my friends. 


6. Chiller 1986 Exidy 
| usually don't do these lists in any real kind of order, but if you spent time in an ar- 
cade in the 80's, you knew I was saving this one for last. Exidy made a bunch of lightgun 
games, conventional themes like hunting and target shooting, weirder stuff where you had 
to protect on-screen characters by deflecting projectiles away from them, and of course, 
this. The first level is a full-on medieval torture chamber, complete with implements and 
severed body parts. Your job? Shoot the flesh off the remaining victims, who scream as 
chunks of their anatomy explode. For extra points, you can do tricks like shooting the han- 
les of the screw press, which crushes the head of the guy in it. The game actually gets 
tamer as it progresses, with only a pair of racks in the next round for you to use, and a sin- 
gle living victim to drop to her death in the third. It does save something for the last level, 
though: as you dismember-by-gunfire a victim tied down in a graveyard, you shoot off her 
clothes, showing her unmistakably topless. While there may be bloodier and more graphic 
games today, see what happens if you try to play one in the middle of a crowded mall. 


The Enigmatic MZ went through more quarters than he cares to remember, 
and still never got the high score 


w320 


Melancholy Lab Report 
by C.M. Sidwell 
I've no time to organize flesh 
for the sate of another need. 
Wine's late evening surrenders up my bone, 
after jagged visits from the rock faced head 


kneels my climb to a slither. 


‘Muscled secretion gathers near the abyss’ edge, 
‘spewing from industrial lipped smokestacks, 
ironically bearing a humanistic flavor, 

like the driveting lip, 


pausing only for the brief theater of complete genocide. 


All days run along this single-edged heredity, 
bom to glance stiletto towers 

crumble toward the womb's portcullis, 
baying my signal chance 

with no more consignment 


but to color the wings on an albatross. 


Why melt into bone any general desire, 
when the spittle of dream decks my face? 
‘Omega mornings bondaged to assimilate 
feign sculptures in narcotic clay; 
exhausting fumes from receptacle tongue; 


both to immerse the scatology of the promised land. 


With some brilliant hindrance of smile, 
ignites the machine that will do the bidding 
of the plow that is instinctive 

with the anniversary's university of dawn; 
true to its daily diuretic tradition. 

For the glory! 


for future shock! 


C.M, Sidwell was bom in Washington, DC and resides in Souther Maryland. He first 
began writing poetry (badly) in the mid 1980s. He was inspired by the lyrics of such music| 
albums as The Cure "Pornography," and Skinny Puppy "VivisectVI." He was also in- 
|spired by the poetry of Sylvia Plath, Dylan Thomas, Pablo Neruda and E.£. Cummings. 


He has been published in small presses in the late 1980s, as well as online publishers 
[such as The Arm's Extent, and Recursive Angel in the 1990s. Lately he has retumed to| 
writing once again as a therapeutic antidote. In his spare time he enjoys bicycle racing, 
hiking, calligraphy, photography, banging on his synthesizers and dancing his butt off 


The How Gseds Couple 
by David S. Pointer 


He grabbed 
her with 

hands strong 

as portable 
cremation pliers, 
and they danced 
around autopsy 
tables like 


living lovers 


David S. Pointer lives in Murfreesboro, TN. His work appears around the hom. 
Recently, he edited Bleed Me A River: A Domestic Violence Anthology 
as a fund/awareness raiser. 
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Guardian angels don't always look 


the way you think they should, 
>» 


and not all guardians are angels 


Don't look too clagély 
unless you reallywantam 


£0 knowg# 


Whar Be Saty in the Shadow of the 
Great Oak Tree 


by Jacob Henry Orloff 


Eric Smith didn't believe in superstition, so when his girifiend dared him to spend 
Halloween night at the foot of the Great Oak Tree, he jumped at the opportunity. 

“You know it's just a myth, right?” he said as she handed him the flashlight at the 
edge of the forest. “There's no doorway to the Netherworld.” 

“Maybe,” she smirked. “I guess we'll find out, hun?” 

“This is absurd,” he yawned. “I don’t even know why I'm doing this. Those stories 
our parents told us about witches and demons were just to keep us out of the forest at 
night. There's no such thing.” 

“Chickening out, hun?” 

“No. I'm just tired and | don't feel like staying out in the cold for a night.” 

“Then why are ya?” 

“To prove a point.” 

“Remember. Until dawn.” 

“Until dawn...and WHEN I come out and prove YOU wrong—" 

“I know, I know...Now, please, be careful.” 

She leaned in and kissed Eric before he turned to head down the dirt path, waving 
goodbye as the trail forked sharply to the left behind a rocky outcropping. The sun was set- 
ting, bringing in a brisk autumn chill that nipped at the ears and nose of Eric as he made his 
way to the legend-haunted Great Oak Tree. 

“This is stupid,” he whispered, zipping up his jacket to his neck. 

The tops of the trees were silhouetted against the fading sky and as the shadows 
crept over the forest, Eric flicked on the flashlight, pointing its beam at the path ahead. As 
he walked, he began to recall the stories told to him by his mother. 

“Don't go to the Great Oak Tree at night,” she would say. “Especially on Hal- 
loween.” She would then ramble on about ancient rites and witches and the Netherworld 

He didn’t believe any of it. He was too logical, too intelligent for that 

‘The path took several more forks and turns before finally terminating in a clearing. 
In the waning twilight, Eric could discern the Great Oak Tree. Its massive trunk writhed and 
twisted into a wicked, spine-breaking posture. Grand limbs bent at queer angles and as 
Eric pointed the flashlight upwards at the abortion of nature, hideous shadows leapt from 
branch to branch. Eric shuddered. Even if it wasn't a portal to the Netherworid, it still 
creeped him out. 

He slowly approached the base of the tree and placed his hand to the ground, feeling the 
slick blades of grass run through his fingers and the moist, saturated dirt caking his palms. 
He paced around the tree a bit before settling in the driest spot he could find. Leaning his 
back against the trunk, he felt the cold bark spiking into his jacket like devilish thoms punc- 
turing his skin 

The forest was eerily quiet. Too easy, he thought. The stars were out, glittering 
against a sky of pitch. A chill descended upon the forest and even though the flashlight was 


~ 360 


now off, Eric could see his breath once his eyes had become acclimated to the darkness. 
He began to think of his girlfriend, her flowing brown hair and blue eyes formed in his mind, 
He couldn't wait to prove her wrong. 

“Kristen,” he would say, busting through her bedroom door at dawn. “See! Told 


you. 

He propped up his collar to help keep himself warm. The cold tired him and he 
slowly closed his eyes, dozing off to sleep and dream. 

Of what Eric saw in the corridors of his mind as he slumbered beneath the boughs 
of the Great Oak Tree, only madness could wholly justify and define and he wasn't sorry to 
be startled suddenly by the sound of laughter. He looked to the path and saw the shaking 
glow of lanterns bobbing in the darkness. 

Leaping to his feet, he darted for the nearby brush and watched as a ghostly pro- 
cession of robed shadows marched towards the Great Oak Tree. The nine figures danced 
provocatively as they encircled the trunk, placing the lantems down at various distances 
around the tree and cocking their heads back in neck-snapping postures, laughing mania- 
cally as they did so. 

The display continued for several minutes. Eric rubbed his eyes and pinched his 
skin. He must be dreaming. He must! 

As the ritual continued, the figures stripped their robes and continued the ceremo- 
nial dance, prancing through the jagged shadows cast by the lanterns and howling at the 
yellow gibbous moon. Suddenly, the practitioners stopped, linked arms in a circle around 
the trunk, and began speaking hideous words that Eric could not understand. 

In the reddish-orange glow of the flickering lantems, Eric could discern a familiar 
face amongst the group. 

“Kristen,” he whispered to himself. He recognized her smile. 

They began to spin clockwise around the tree, their exposed flesh blending in a 
blur as their pace increased. Eric moved from cover and ran down the embankment. He 
was about to call her name when his voice was silenced by the impossible incongruity that 
appeared before his eyes. He halted in his tracks and nearly stumbled back on himself. 

From the boughs of the Great Oak Tree a sap-like liquid rained down, but it wasn’t 
‘sap. He could tell. As the fluid trickled down onto the dancers, their skin became dyed in 
crimson. A strange noise began to be heard over the trampling feet of the ritualists; a crack- 
ing noise as if from the splitting of wood. Then suddenly the gut of the massive tree burst 
‘open, belching out a nauseating smoke and casting a hot, burning red light. 

Eric looked into the gaping portal that had been ripped open, down into the depths 
of its soul and cried aloud in terror at what he saw in the shadow of the Great Oak Tree. 

The ritualists descended upon him, dragging him back towards the mouth of the 
trunk. He struggled and clawed at the dirt, breaking off one of his nails and scraping his 
skin. 

“Kristen! Kristen! Help!” He fought back, kicking and punching in every direction 

He felt the warm sap dripping down on his body and writhed at the intense roast- 
ing heat emanating from the tree. He smelled the rotting flesh of the dead and heard the 
agonizing, tormented cries of the damned as the ritualists fed him into the Great Oak Tree. 
In the haze of the smoke, he looked into the blue eyes of his beloved as he fell back into 
the bottomless pit below. 


# 
“That was fun,” Kristen said to her friend as they exited the woods down the dirt 


path. “I think | want someone taller next year though.” 
“You have a thing for tall guys,” Chelsea took off her hood. 
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“What do you mean? | do not!” Kristen slugged Chelsea's shoulder. 

“Ow! You totally do. The last two years you used a tall guy.” 

“Mere coincidence.” 

“What about that Patrick Denney guy at the video store?” 

They giggled 

“He has to be tall AND cute,” Kristen smirked. “I have to seduce him for a whole 
year until next Halloween, remember?” 


They got into their car and drove off, honking and waving to the others as they 
sped away. 


~ Finis 


Jacob Henry Orloffis a writer of dark fiction. His blog can be found at 
http:/horloff wordpress.com. 


Darkwan 


So Doc,I keep 
getting this 


DbRKMAd! - 20H 


While stationed at] curing Operations Desert Shield and Desert Stom, 
‘decided to do as 


jerias of anonymous cartoons and post tham on 
ig ulistin bosrds around base. He signed 


n as Darkman since: 
Now, after twenty years, has 


brought his Darkman persona back for Tales of Blood and Roses’ 


_38~ 


n39n 


N 
\ 
N 
SS 
\ 
yY 
N 
= 
A 


To ye Woman in Black 


by John Grey 


I could have asked her would she 
like to be the woman of the sonnets. 
But instead we just sat silent together 
in the dark movie theater. 

Her hair was short and black. 

Her face was pale of course, 

made even paler by makeup, 

but black around the eyes. 

And her lips were black, 

kissable black. 

‘She wore a black sweater 

though it wasn't so cold inside or out. 
And her dress was short and black, 
showed off the long black stockings 
that disappeared into the shadow 

of the seat in front. 

‘She was the kind of woman | imagined 
leaving flowers at the graves 

of long dead movie stars. 

But she was with me, at the Palace, 
digging her black nails into my hand 
as the horror film unfolded. 

‘There were moments | averted my eyes. 
‘There were times | bled, 

red blood I'm sure, 

though black to my trembling knuckles. 


Ihave a wrinkle-free one on lay-by. 
‘Soon enough I'll be a whole new person 
for the thirtieth time this millennium, 

And if'l be back to the single-bars 

and all those reconstituted lovelies. 

Ah... .nothing like the dating scene. 

Or should that be carbon-dating scene? 


John Grey is an Australian bom poet. and a US resident since the late seventies. 


He's recently been published in Concho River Review, Weller, Kudzu 


and the Evansville Review. 


Vamppricive 


by William Andre Sanders 


Comfort me during dawn 
of the rising sun; 

remind the one-third trace 

‘of humanity within 

the beastliness of me 

that | am not alone. 

At the moment light invades, 
consolatory darkness 

will essen, lessen 

and go away. 

Inhale black ashes of my 
previously condemned being; 
consent to what has become 
a part of you from me. 
Morning wind will carry 
‘excess remnants of identity 
over a two-mile grave 

of boggy moss— 
waterlogged tree bark 

Take my charred bones 

and submerse them inside 
the black paste-bottom swamp. 
Hold sacred to yourself 

that | sacrificed the beast 

to rid mad hunger 

from swilling down our affair. 


William Andre Sanders lives in the mountains of Southwestern Virginia, with his 
horror-loving wife and two children. Although Andre is having success with his dark and 
often violent poetry, he has recently jumped on the short-story bandwagon, and has a 
medical horror tale Heartless, currently under consideration. 
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Ho Breasire Wirhont Bain 
By Jennifer Yousfi 


Sally winced. It hurt. Of course it did. But then, that was kind of the point. 


The flesh on her neck was stil tender. Martin knew that. It was really much too soon to be 
piercing the frayed and not yet healed skin again. He wasn't even hungry. But Sally had 
begged him to do it. She needed the pain now. It was the only way Martin could get her off 
any more. 


Sally sighed as she fell back against the pillow. Sated now, but not for long. He could see 
that her neck was a ring of bruises, not only from the biting, but the choking as well. Her 
arms and belly were marred with similar bruises and small cuts. Even a few bum marks. 
Martin didn’t know what she did to herself when she was alone. He no longer cared enough 
to inquire 


It hadn't always been this way. 


Martin had found Sally at one of the Goth clubs in town. Sally was new to the scene, and 
Martin sought her out precisely because she was so very new. She was still fresh. Not 
much more than a child dressed all in black. She hadn't been passed around yet. She had- 
n't found her limit yet. Martin was ready to help her find that limit. Help her find it and then 
push her welll past it 


They had proved to be a good fit. She was scared, but too in awe of him to run away. She 
was obedient. She didn’t have any nosy parents or caring friends to question her when she 
left her rundown apartment for his house. It hadn't taken much to convince her to quit her 
crummy waitressing job and dedicate her life to taking care of the various daytime tasks 
Martin couldn't do for himself. There was always something that couldn't wait until after 
dark. 


She became his project. Martin molded Sally into what he wanted her to be. He made her 
give up all of the black: the hair dye, the nail polish, the clothes. Returned to its natural red, 
her newly styled hair and expensive clothes gave her a confidence she had never felt be- 
fore. 


Martin was proud to be seen with her on his arm. She was the perfect accessory. 

For Martin, it made sense to keep a ready supply around. He was always careful not to 
take too much. For Sally, the occasional nibble was such a small price to pay for everything 
else Martin gave her. 


And with time, she came to like it. Perhaps a bit too much. The dynamics started to 
change. 


Sally had always been a willing participant in their play, but she came to enjoy it more and 
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more. Early on, he had liked the arousal when he first tasted it in her blood. It was new and 
different. But slowly it pushed out the taste of her fear. And then the heady intoxication of 
her arousal started to disappear as well. His bites weren't enough for her anymore. She 
needed other, more extreme ways to reach that winnowing edge between pleasure and 
pain. 


Martin grew bored. Sally grew needy. 


He missed the fear. It was completely gone now. And she was so demanding. She pushed 
and pushed. It seemed like they were always arguing. At one point he broke her arm, but 
even that hadn't been enough. Not really. 


She was perpetually asking to be whipped or spanked or flogged. Their life used to revolve 
around Martin's wants and needs. Now it revolved around Sally's need for pain. She had 
tumed a perfectly fine home theater in the basement into a full-blown dungeon. It seemed 
so unnecessary. Instead of relaxing and watching English Premier League soccer in high- 
def, Martin was expected to chain her to a wall and whip her for hours on end. It was so 
very tedious. 


The whole situation was entirely out of hand. He'd be the first to admit it had been exciting 
early on. But that seemed ages ago. Now it was just annoying. 


He could kill her. That was always an option. But they had been together many years and 
he still had a certain fondness for the unsure child she had been when he found her. 


He could move and leave her behind. But he liked his house (the dungeon being the one 
notable exception), and he liked the city. They hadn't been here long enough to raise any 
suspicions yet about his unchanging appearance. A city like this had so much crime that 
the occasional missing person was just another flyer on the walls. If anyone even noticed 
the absence, to make a flyer. Well over half the time they didn't. 


Plus, Sally just knew too much about him now. His habits. His needs. The tailor he favored 
or the type of car he preferred. Where he liked to hunt. The kind of woman who caught his 
fancy. She could find him, or worse, tell someone about him. 


The situation was intolerable. He had to do something, 
He changed her. 


And Sally had even been grateful. The excruciating pain of her own death had been exqui- 
site. The agonizing ache as her body changed was delicious. She had never felt so alive as 
when she felt her body dying. 


‘Maybe this won't be so bad, Martin thought. 


But he soon found her hacking at her arms with razor blades. Sally had turned to cutting 
when the pain Martin inflicted on her was no longer enough. She had quite the collection of 
cutting implements. And by the looks of the misshapen blades around her, she had tried 
them all. The knives bent and broke as they hit her skin, leaving no mark on her flesh. 
Flesh that was now as cold and hard as the marble floor she sat upon. 


“What have you done to me?” She wailed. No tears came. Crying was another luxury of the, 
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living that she hadn't realized she was giving up. “I can't feel anything, Martin. What's 
wrong with me?” 


“Nothing's wrong,” Martin said. “I changed you.” 


“I know. | know that. But... | didn’t think | wouldn't be able to feel anything. | didn’t know | 
wouldn't be able to feel pain. Why didn't you tell me?" 


“Lassumed you knew,” he said. “You've lived with me for years.” 


“You bastard!” She ran at him then, pounding his chest with her hands. Martin didn’t move. 
Sally sunk to a heap on the floor, her spirit broken but her body still unmarred. 


“There must be something... Something that will hurt,” she paused. She looked from her 
unblemished arms to his face. Her tone tumed hopeful, "Holy water? Crosses? Garlic?” 


Martin laughed. “You've been watching too much television. Reading too many books. 
Those are silly legends and old wives’ tales.” 


“need to feel pain, Martin,” she said in a small voice. 


For a moment, Sally looked like the young girl she once was. He took pity on her. 
“There's only one thing that can harm you now.” 


“What? Tell me. You have to tell me!” She crawled on her knees until she was begging in 
front of him, her hands pawing at the hem of his coat. 


“You really are a junkie in need of a fix, aren't you?” Just that quickly, he was annoyed 
again. 


He brushed her hands off from where they clutched at his jacket. She would wrinkle the 
fabric. He studied the panicked look in her eyes with disdain. She was so weak. There was 
a time when that had been what attracted him to her most, but that seemed so very long 
ago. 

“The sun,” he said. “The sun is the only thing that can hurt you.” 

She fell back on the floor, a dazed expression on her face. 

Martin tured and walked away. Should he wam her? Did he even care? He considered 
cautioning her about the sun's dangers. This wasn't a movie. There would be no sparkling 
in the sun. But Sally didn’t ask and Martin didn't offer. He was tired of this. Tired of her. The 
‘sun would be up soon. Martin knew that he would be safely away from its rays. 

Sally would have to make her own choices. 

When he awoke, Martin found a small pile of ashes on the patio. The green dress he had 
last seen Sally wearing lay scorched and burned nearby. Martin sighed. He had expected 
it, but he would miss her. Maybe. 


‘Assmall smile crept across his face as he put on his jacket and headed out into the night. 
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Perhaps Sally would find the eternal flames of hell torturous enough. 


~ Finis 


|Jennifer Yousfiis a corporate analyst and technical writer who enjoys a litte pain with her] 
pleasure. You can bruise her, but don’t make her bleed 


Bi Boney! 


by Gil Fong 


Gil Fong is a soon to be famous realistic artist specializing in pencil portraits. 
His work can be seen at www facebook. com/gilsportraits. 
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by Brad Eidmann 


‘The turquoise hue of the light shining through my stained glass bay window is 
blinding. As | sit at my desk trying to wring so much as a god damned phrase out of my 
overextended mind, it occurs to me that writing doesn’t come as easily as it once did. | 
suppose | had more to write about when | wasn't so disgusted with myself. 


My index finger traces the tip of the scotch glass. | ambivalently watch the vacuum 
that pulls the whiskey to the walls of the tumbler with the inertia of a tomado. My phone 
rings. | walk over to the bar and grab the dangerously close to empty bottle of Black Label 
| take a pull, wait six rings, hope they hang up, and answer. 


“Yeah? 

“Sonny, i's your old man. I'm in Chicago for the weekend.” 

Anar’ 

“Ineed a lift from the airport.” 

“Spare the pleasantries, pop. Ever heard of a fucking taxi?" 

“Don't be a smart ass.” 

“I haven't heard from you in seven years and all you have for me is a demand and 
a criticism. Good to see you haven't changed a god damned bit.” 

“Come on, kiddo. You know | don’t have a way with words like you do. I'm only in 
town for one weekend, and I have something important to tell you.” 

“What is it this time?” 

“Is itasking too much to see my only son in person? Or are you too much of a 
hot shot writer to make time for your own father?” 

“Im kind of busy at the moment.” 

“Busy doing what? Diving to the bottom of a bottle and writing those little precious 
words of yours?” 

“That's exactly it Dad. For seven years I've been permeating the perfect phrase to 
express all the loathing, anger, and disgust I've felt.” 

“and?” 

“Get in a fucking taxi. ll pay the fare.” 


‘The bottle clanks the thin rim of the glass, making a hollow noise that echoes 
through my office. | listen to the sound waves ricochet off the wood grain walls and realize 
how empty this home truly is. The glass fills with hazel brown poison. | watch it slowly rise, 
like a scientist carefully calculating the meniscus in his graduated cylinder. The alcohol is 
my life force: It keeps my mind afloat while simultaneously letting my body drown. | pick up 
the tumbler and walk back to my desk 


‘The blank white sheet in my Smith Corona is staring me coldly in the eyes with a 
look | am all too familiar of. The page is a black hole, sucking my thoughts dry before they 
become fruitful enough to string a sentence together. 


My eyes wander to the assorted shit that covers my desk: A few sculptures | 
made in sophomore ceramics class back at Lake Forest, a few notebooks which are all 
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about a quarter full, a cup of assorted pens, pencils, and markers, two empty bottles of 
Black Label, four 10-miligram valiums, a little more than a eighth of what Some cocksucker 
told me was Jack Herrer but smokes more like some mid-grade Guatemalan brick weed, 
and a pack of Zig-Zags. The desk of a writer should be full of artifacts that make the words 
leap from the subconscious. The drive to put pen to paper or to punch a typewriter isn’t a 
calculated, intellectual display of one’s ability; i's collateral damage from the suffering we're 
born with, grow into, and are destined to prove with our miserable existence. My writing 
desk, my own microcosm of this empty, morally bankrupt cesspool of life I've grown accus- 
tomed to, does nothing to cultivate and bring into consciousness the sublime and the beau- 
tiful 


At least this way I can slip into what | know: Being a man thrown overboard, 
‘screaming for dear life as whisky fills his lungs and death enters his soul. No one can hear 
the shrieks of death, and no one cares to. 


The fuzz from the needle on my record player is buzzing through my skull. 1 flip 
over Layla and Other Assorted Love Songs and “Little Wing’ starts to play. Sitting atop the 
chestnut cabinet which holds my record player, amplifier, and sub-ampiifier, is a picture of 
my middle school graduation. I'm standing in the middie of the picture with an arm around 
both my mother and my father. My father has his arm draped around my neck and his 
other hand snugly secured around Mrs. Carpenter's waist. | didn't find out the reason why 
we Amelia Carpenter and I had “play dates” every Wednesday night until Amelia and | 
walked in on a blindfolded Mrs. Carpenter tied to her marital bed with my father balls deep 
inside the woman, who prior to this occurrence, | only knew as our friendly Class Mother 
who brought sprinkled cupcakes every Friday. 


used to look up to my father. He told me about the sanctity of marriage, and that 
romance is what makes life worth living. if romance is abandoning your wife and three chil- 
dren four times a week to stick your dick in any middle-aged whore of a housewife who is 
sick of their husband who makes six figures a year yet still won't buy a bottle of Viagra and 
fuck her right, then the path my life has taken shouldn't come as much of a surprise. 


I chug down what's left of the whisky in my glass. | don't know what I'm going to. 
say to him. What can | say? Thank you for tuming me into the cynical, cold, detached, 
‘successful piece of trash that | am today? And what important piece of information could he 
possibly have for me? An apology? Over his dead fucking body. | pour the rest of the 
scotch into the tumbler and inhale it in an instant. A surge of anger overcomes my senses. 
My head is throbbing in pain and my hands are convulsing. Stumbling back to my desk, 1 
grab two Valiums, tilt my head back, and swallow them dry. 


Nothing 


| stare at the empty glass, spinning it back and forth, watching the final drop of 
‘sediment cling to the shallow walls. | shut my eyes and whip the glass with the might of 
Herakles. 


The sound of shattering glass is soothing. A smashed picture of my first book 
signing lies on the floor. The broken glass spirals out like a spiderweb, distorting and dulling 
the grandiose display of some sort of accomplishment. I'm flashing a toothy smile. In my 
left hand is a copy of my first novel. In the right is the throat-sliting hand of my agent. All 
the while some blonde number, model type, huge tits resting on my shoulder, has her arms 
wrapped around my neck and is kissing my cheek. The beautifully deceiving aspect of pic- 
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tures is that they capture the briefest moment in time. The anguish, the sorrow, the infi- 
delity, the pain, the anxiety, the depression, and every other terrifyingly dominant sensation 
that crosses one’s consciousness can be flawlessly masked by an ambivalent disguise. 


People love fiction. It's easy to read about the hardships of others and be glad 
that we're not those poor, impotent, despondent, quadriplegic, emotionally crippled bas- 
tards. Just as Hemingway took sadistic pleasure in watching the bulls tear their jagged 
horns from left to right into the horses and watch them wither away their final seconds of 
existence in pain and agony, so does the general public fawn over the terribly dysfunctional 
relationships that encapsulate our lives. 


My life has become a piece of fiction itself, and the well has run dry. I have be- 
come the pathetic, setf-loathing, cheating, bastard that | mocked. No longer am | charac- 
terizing the terrible effects of an absent, unfaithful, narcissistic husband; I've peeled away 
the layers of my own pathetic existence, leaving nothing but the bare sack of blood and 
bones that's left. | look at the picture on my stereo cabinet of Victoria, Scott, and myself 
huddling for warmth, smiling in the fleeting snow and shining sun of Lake Shore Drive, and 
realize that | would've left too, if | could, 


| take my typewriter and toss it through the window, over the balcony, and hear it 

crash to the pavement. Screams of horror and agony rise from the street like the beautiful 
tones of Beethoven's Moonlight Sonata. | step through the broken glass to the edge of the 
balcony and see a corpse, lying perfectly still in a growing pool of thick, maroon blood, sur- 
rounded by a circle of nosy, curious scum. My father's eyes are staring through me, like a 
broken pane of glass. His lips don't move, but I can hear him speak 


I walk back in my apartment and sit at my desk. The words finally flow from pen to 
paper as death seamlessly blends into life. 


~ Finis ~ 


Brad Eidmann is a short story writer and aspiring novelist currently residing in 
‘suburban Chicago. 


Revenge of Print is a challenge to 
zinesters, minicomic creators, 
and other independent publishers 
to produce at least one new issue 
of their publication (or to make 


their first zine) in 2011. 
This project originated with 
Baltimore's Atomic Books and 
Chicago's Quimby's Bookstore, 
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Rathsheller Rat Ker 


by Earl Crown 


All Oscar Strangeways wanted from his Sunday afternoons were fountain Cokes and 
peace. He usually had unrealistic expectations. 


‘Oscar felt a hand on his shoulder. He nearly got pulled off of his bar stool. The hand be- 
longed to George Tipitz. 


With the foulest of cheap beer breath, George slurred into Oscar's face, “What about 
thuhh— whabout—BURR-RAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAP.” 


George vomited onto the ground and with a fair amount of accuracy considering his condi- 
tion. Most of the barf was in a neat pile between the bar stools. A bit got onto Oscar's 
shoe. In Oscar's mind, any amount of vomit on his shoe was unacceptable. 


‘Chaka Khan was singing, “I feee-eell for you. | think | love you,” just as George finished 
puking. 


‘Oscar almost always played that song on the jukebox at the Rendezvous. Sometimes he 
played it twice, just to piss-off the regulars. 


Frustrated with George's typically disgusting antics, Oscar leaned forward and yelled down 
to the other end of the bar, “Madge, can I get a mop, please?” 


‘The Rendezvous was the type of bar where if you puked, as long as you cleaned it up, they 
would let you keep drinking. It was also the type of bar where the staff did not care if Oscar 
‘came in on a Sunday aftemoon and ordered Cokes and blatantly smoked weed in the Bil- 
liard Room. Oscar tipped well, even when he was drinking Cokes instead of Tanqueray. 


In his younger, rougher days, Oscar had even thrown the bouncer at the Rendezvous down 
a flight of stairs (out of boredom). They fired the bouncer, and Oscar Strangeways strolled 
back into the Rendezvous the very next night. Nobody cared. 


George was scooping his vomit up off the ground with a plastic cup and throwing it into a 
huge, round Rubbermaid trashcan. Once he had disposed of the solids, he got to work 
with the mop. As George mopped the floor and the foot rail on the bar, Oscar stuck out his 
defiled foot. George mopped the small patch of vomit off of Oscar's black leather square- 
toed shoe. 


George continued his question from earlier, “Wha-aboud the time you put me down some 
stairs? Why'd you do that?” 


‘Oscar frowned and replied, “I was at the BOTTOM of the stairs and you FELL down them. 
I did NOT push you. You were in a blackout drunk, and you fell down some steps. | did not 
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‘and would not push you.” 
“Why'd Ir'member it that way?” George persisted. 


Whenever George got drunk around Oscar, Oscar had to defend himself for this same 
imaginary crime. 


Oscar reasoned, “You think | did it because it sounds like some shit | would do. But | did- 
mtr 


“You pushed that dude,” George was laughing hysterically, pulling the full trash bag from 
the can in order to replace it with a fresh bag. 


He continued, “Y-you pushed that asshole down some steps right over here,” pointing up- 
ward to the dark, empty upstairs bar on the second floor. 


‘Oscar sipped his fountain Coke. He was often the victim of an over-stated reputation 
‘Oscar had done some outrageous things over the years, and he had been in a few public 
scuffles. But his reputation for fisticuffs and mayhem went way beyond the objective truth. 


George Tirpitz was even more infamous in Baltimore than Oscar Strangeways. But unlike 
with Oscar, the tales of George's antics were usually true. George did not need to have 
any tall tales constructed around him. He was already living a tall tale. 


George, pale and gaunt, shuffled out the front door of the bar, dragging the trash bag full of 
broken bottles and vomit to the dumpster in the alley. His shaved head glowed in the sun- 
light that momentarily flooded the doorway. 


While George was outside, Oscar used that opportunity to go to the men’s room. As you 
might imagine, the Rendezvous’ restrooms were bleak and filthy. At night, the men’s room 
at the ‘Vous was the best place in the neighborhood to buy cocaine. There was a mirror 
that stretched across the wall next to the urinal. Other than the gaping crack down the mid- 
dle and the missing chunk on the bottom, the mirror portrayed the illusion that this urine- 
soaked closet was twice its actual size. 


‘Oscar watched himseif in the mirror while he peed. His gray eyes were bloodshot from 
‘smoking joints. Oscar thought he looked kind of like David Gedge from the band The Wed- 
ding Present, only a bit taller. Oscar's shoulders were broad and his face was locked into a 
look of perpetual disapproval. Even when he was having fun, he still had that look on his 
face 


George burst into the men’s room like he was a skinhead Dick Van Dyke, fumbling with the 
door as it flew open, and landing on his face. Now George had puke AND piss on his face 


“Jesus, George,” Oscar said as he flushed the urinal with his right foot, “we've gotta get you 
cleaned-up.” 


George mumbled, “Til be fine.” 
‘Oscar stepped over George and out the restroom door. 


George's voice followed him, yelling, “An’ yoooodoanlook at ALL like David Gedge! You 
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look like Fatty Arbuckle!" 
“Fuck you, George.” 
“Yah, FUCK you George,” Madge echoed from behind the bar. 


The three drunks at the bar immediately followed-up with a jumbled chorus of “Fuck you, 
George.” 

Madge put another fountain Coca-Cola in front of Oscar. He left two bucks on the bar, 
which was strictly a tip for Madge. A fountain soda only costs a bar about 5 cents. A good 
bartender won't charge you for a fountain soda. 


Oscar walked past the bar and made his way back to the sunken room, the room with the 
Poo! tables. 


“Hey Strange-ways!” 
Itwas Oscar's friend, Charlie Apples. Charlie was an editor at the City Paper, and a well- 
known gambling addict. He was also one of Oscar's favorite people, despite the fact that 
he never pronounced Oscar's last name correctly. 


He greeted his friend Charlie, “Hey Apples. It's pronounced Strang, like twang. Strang- 
ways. Not Strange-ways like Dr. Strangelove.” 


Charlie grinned. He was almost always grinning 

Charlie observed, “I see your boy George got sick at the bar. Again.” 

“Boy George,” Oscar mumbled, “that's hilarious.” 

Oscar pulled a fat joint out of his pack of Parliaments, lit it, and passed it to Charlie Apples. 
Oscar asked, "What's the over-under on George's life right now, anyway?” 

Charlie exhaled and said, “Probably a year.” as he passed the joint back to Oscar, “maybe 
sixteen months.” 

Oscar inhaled like he'd been bit by a snake and the antidote was in the joint. 

Exhaling, Oscar told Charlie, “I'd take the under, either way.” 

Charlie laughed, “We should start a Tirpitz Death Pool.” 


George's voice came from the other room, “That bitch Veronika will probably bet the under, 
too.” 


George walked down to where Charlie and Oscar were standing next to a pool table, and 
tried to grab the smoking joint. 


Oscar quickly pulled his hand away from George, saying, “You've got barf-mouth. | don't 
want your filthy fuckin lips on my joint.” 
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‘Oscar passed the joint to Charlie 


“C'mon Oscar, | washed up and gargled with some of this Natty Boh,” George protested, 
displaying his can of cheap beer. 


Charlie exhaled and sang, “Fuck yooooooo000, George.” and handed the joint back to 
Oscar. 


Apples continued to bust balls with George as the two walked back to the bar room. 


Still smoking at the pool table, Oscar was thinking about “that bitch” Veronika as he toked 
‘on the joint. Veronika was George's gorgeous German girlfriend. She had long, straight 
brownish-blonde hair and bright, blue eyes. Veronika was fit, but not too trim. She had the 
best bubble-butt, albeit a smallish bubble, that Oscar had ever seen on a White woman. 
Veronika was beautiful, by anyone's standards. 


‘Oscar Strangeways had watched a lot of George's friends make clumsy attempts to flrt 
with Veronika. She never responded to them, not even in a polite way. She just stared 
them into oblivion. 


‘Oscar never made any passes at Veronika. He wanted to believe that his restraint was out 
of respect for George. This was bullshit, of course, because Oscar did not really have any 
respect for George. He had affection for George. He felt pity for George, but that pity was 
mixed with disgust. The real reason Oscar never tried to bed Veronika was that he as- 
‘sumed she was not interested 


Veronika and George had spent many evenings at Oscar's house. Usually they were al- 
ready a bit drunk when they arrived. George usually had a six-pack of National Bohemian 
with him whenever he visited Oscar's house. He'd roll through all six in about an hour or 
so, then drink whatever Oscar had to offer. Veronika and Oscar would smoke grass and 
talk about music. Veronika was a musician. She played the cello for the Baltimore Sym- 
phony Orchestra. Often, George would pass out on one couch, and Oscar and Veronika 
would go on talking for hours while George slept. 


‘Oscar made his way back to the bar and yelled, “Yo GREEK! I'm taking you home to 
Veronika. Let's eat some pot roast.” He Sometimes referred to George as “Greek” be- 
cause George was Greek on his mother's side. 


George responded with, “Hey Madge, gimme one more,” as he counted out five quarters to 
pay for the beer. 


‘Madge arrived with the beer, scowling at George. She slammed down the Natty Boh on 
the bar. The foam from the cheap beer soaked everything, including George. 


George set down a sixth quarter and said, “That's for you Madge. Get yourself something 
nice.” 


The two men left the bar. Both were looking forward to eating pot roast at George's house 
‘Oscar was looking forward to seeing Veronika. 


In contrast to Oscar, George was not looking forward to seeing his girifriend, as they had 
been fighting like rabid wolverines for days. She was tired of watching him get drunk, act 
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out, and pass out. George was happy Oscar was coming home with him for dinner. He 
thought his friend might be an effective buffer against Veronika’s disdain. 


Skinny, bald-nheaded George was grinning broadly, one bottom front tooth missing, was sit- 
ting in the passenger seat of Oscar's car. It was a moist, muggy August Sunday in Balti- 
more. Oscar was smoking another in a series of joints, and he was not sharing. George 
was oblivious, finishing his last beer and throwing the can out the window. 


Roxy Music's “2 HB" was playing on the stereo at a skull shattering volume. Bryan Ferry 
was belting out, “Here's looking at YOU, kid.” 


‘Tuming the comer onto Keswick Road, Oscar watched an entire herd of rats scurry across 
the street. He wondered what had motivated the rats to cross the road. 


George and Veronika lived in a crumbling rowhome on Keswick Road in Hampden. Hamp- 
den above 36th Street had been transformed from a working-class neighborhood to a fash- 
lonable spot for gentry and wannabe artists. The gentry began their invasion of Hampden 
in the mid-1990's, and by 2005 Hampden was full of Volvos and Suburus with “I Love City 
Life” bumper stickers. While the gentrification had raised property values (which benefited 
‘Oscar, who had a house on Beech Avenue), it had also destroyed the neighborhood's soul. 
The original residents had been priced out and forced out by a bunch of Whole Foods 
douchebags. George and Veronika had been forced by circumstances to rent BELOW 
36th street, where Hampden still looked like Hampden. 


George stumbled into the front door, followed closely by Oscar. They were greeted with 
enthusiasm, barking, and slobber by Yoshi, a giant black Lab/Shepherd mix. Yoshi loved 
‘Oscar, and practically tackled him every time he came to visit. Oscar was not much of a 
“dog person”. He found Yoshi's enthusiasm annoying. 

The house smelled like a combination of cigarettes, smelly dog and pot roast. 

Veronika yelled from the kitchen, “George, take Yoshi out for a walk!” 


George and the dog hustled to the back of the house and into the kitchen and out the back 
door. 


Veronika came out of the kitchen and through the dining room and into the living room. 

She saw Oscar and smiled. She came over to Oscar for their traditional greeting, a warm 
hug and a kiss on the cheek. To Oscar's surprise, she walked over to him and kissed him 
directly on the mouth for a full three seconds. He felt her lips tugging on his bottom lip. He 
gave her ass a little squeeze 

“Are you hungry?" she asked, still smiling and holding her body close to Oscar. 

“Starving,” he replied, 


Feeling an erection developing, Oscar pulled away and walked into the dining room. He 
‘sat down at the table and pulled out a big sack of weed 


‘Oscar asked Veronika, “Where did you guys put your bong?” 


She frowned and replied, “George got drunk and dropped it.” 
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‘Oscar was not pleased. 


“That was a beautiful glass bong! | gave that to you two weeks ago, and it's already bro- 
ken?" 


Veronika sat down across the table from Oscar and spoke. “I apologize, Oscar. It was a 
wonderful gift, but George is an arschloch. He breaks things all the time.” 


Just then George and Yoshi came in through the back door. 


George sat down at the dining room table with Veronika and Oscar. He looked at the bag 
of weed and said to Oscar, “Yah dude, | broke the bong the other night. We'll have to 
‘smoke a joint.” 


In her German accent, Veronika asked Oscar, “Do you have your paperz?” 
‘Oscar and George made eye contact, and both of them began laughing hysterically. 
Veronika seemed perplexed by their laughter. 

“Vat’s so funny?" she queried. 


George explained, “Hey, Kroutee-pants, you probably shouldn't ask somebody ‘do you 
have your papers’ with that German accent. You're making the Polack nervous.” 


Veronika finally understood their amusement, and joined them in laughing. She com- 
mented to Oscar, “Strangeways is not a Polish name. Is your Mom Polish?" 


“No,” Oscar replied, “She's French-Canadian. Strangeways is not my family’s original 
name. Our original name is Bor-Kommerovski.” 


Intrigued, Veronika asked, “Vy did they change the name?” 


‘Oscar proceeded to tell Veronika the story of how his grandfather had been in the Polish 
Army in 1939, and that he was a pilot. His grandfather had flown out of Poland when its 
‘government surrendered to the Nazis, escaping to England. Oscar's grandfather enlisted 
with the RAF, and flew against the Germans during the Blitz. His grandfather's cousin was 
the general in charge of the Polish government when they surrendered to the Germans. 
Oscar's grandfather was so ashamed of his cousin, General Bor-Kommerovski, for being 
such a terrible leader, that he chose to change the family name. During the war, Oscar's 
grandfather was stationed in a town called Strangeways in England. Thus, he changed the 
family name to Strangeways. While in England, he met and married a Polish-American 
nurse. After the war was over, Oscar's grandfather moved to the United States, choosing to 
live in Battimore with his wife's family. 


When Oscar had finished his story, Veronika smiled and said, "No vonder you did not want 
to show me your papers.” 


‘Oscar did, in fact, have his papers on him, and he rolled a thick spliff. He watched intently 
as Veronika wrapped her lips around it and inhaled. He watched her chest expand. He 
watched her exhale, smoke dancing around her face. George noticed that Oscar was star- 
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ing at Veronika. Veronika noticed George noticing that Oscar was watching her. She 
smiled and gave Oscar a quick kiss on the lips. 


“Thank you, Oscar,” she said, passing the spliff back to Oscar, “Let me get dinner served.” 
‘She stood up and walked back into the kitchen. George and Yoshi followed her. 

‘Oscar could hear George grilling Veronika. 

“Why the fuck are you kissing Oscar? Especially in front of me. That's fucked up.” 


Veronika did not respond. Oscar heard the over door open, and then the ctank of metal 
against metal. 


George continued, “Did you remember to baste this meat, or what? I started a great pot 
roast here before Ileft. [hope you didn't ruin it” 


Now Veronika responded with, “George, shut the fuck up and take these plates into the 
dining room. Ill bring you a beer.” 


George shuffed into the dining room and roughly dropped the plates on the table. The 
utensils that were on top of the plates scattered around the table. He shot a hostile look at 
Oscar. Oscar smiled, and handed George the smoking joint. George inhaled deeply, with 
‘one eye mostly shut and the other still staring at Oscar. This was George's way of being 
menacing, or so he thought. Oscar out-weighed George by about fifty pounds. He found 
George's attempt at intimidation to be amusing. 


Veronika walked quickly into the dining room and handed George a beer in a glass, then 
returned quickly to the kitchen. She emerged seconds later with the pot roast, already 
sliced. 

George had already gulped down his entire beer. He was angry-drinking at this point. 
“Veronika,” Oscar said, “this looks GREAT.” 


George chimed in with an aggressive tone, almost yelling, “I MADE THIS. All she did was 
watch it while it cooked.” 


Then George handed his empty glass to Veronika, and waved her toward the kitchen. 


Veronika took the empty glass and mumbled, “asshole” as she went to pour George an- 
other beer. 


‘As Oscar began serving pot roast onto each person's plate, Yoshi was highly agitated. The 
dog paced and barked and tried to put his face on Veronika’s plate. George violently struck 
Yoshi on the nose with an open hand. Yoshi let out a low growl, showing his teeth to 
George. Veronika emerged again from the kitchen and witnessed the incident. 


‘Slamming the refilled pint glass on the table, she admonished George, “STOP hitting the 
fucking DOG!" 


“Its MY dog, you bitch. ll do what | want.” 
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Veronika took a piece of meat from the platter, held it in front of Yoshi's face, and used the 
‘meat to lure Yoshi into the kitchen and out the back door. She left the dog in the back yard. 


George drank about half of his beer, then looked closely at the glass. He loudly questioned 
Veronika as she came back into the room, 


“Veronika, this beer tastes bitter as shit. What the fuck?" 


She sighed and answered, “Its Groisch. | bought two six-packs for you while you were at 
the bar.” 


George snapped, “I fucking hate Grolsch.” 
“Well,” she fired back, “You'd better drink it, because its the only beer in the house. 


George finished the beer, and stuck out the pint glass with a sudden jerk of his arm. The 
glass stopped about two inches from Veronika's face. She frowned and grabbed the glass. 


Veronika turned to Oscar and asked, “Do you want a beer, Oscar?” 


Oscar already had a mouth full of pot roast, and so he simply shook his head. Swallowing 
the meat, he asked for a Coke. Veronika went to fetch a Coke for Oscar, taking George's 
glass with her to refil it yet again. 


“George,” Oscar said, “this pot roast is terrific.” 
George grunted something unintelligible in response. 


‘Oscar pressed on, saying, “you're good at three things George: cooking, playing guitar, and 
drinking. You're almost as accomplished as a chef as you are as a drunk.” 


George was an excellent chef. But he had been fired by every good restaurant in Balti- 
more because of his constant intoxication and general unreliability. McCabe's Restaurant 
had fired George a week earlier when they caught him pissing into a crab steamer. Months 
earlier, Holy Frijoles had fired George for smoking crack in the walk-in freezer. This firing 
was particularly ridiculous since the owner himself was constantly snorting coke in that 
same freezer. 


Veronika served George his third beer, and finally sat down to eat. The three dinner com- 
panions ate voraciously, with hardly a word spoken. Veronika watched George intently, as 
ifshe expected him to explode at any moment. Yoshi could be heard barking in the back 
yard. 

George drank a fourth and then a fifth Grolsch, both served to him by Veronika. Each time 
‘she went to the kitchen and came back with another beer, George would said progressively 
shittier things to her. 

“Wasn't your grandpappa, Sergeant Meenks, a guard at Auschwitz?" 


George cackled and coughed at his own terrible joke. 
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Veronika answered “Fuck you, George.” 


But despite George's obnoxious behavior, Oscar noticed that Veronika was smiling through 
all of it, even when she was telling George to go fuck himself. She seemed delighted about 
‘something, but Oscar could not understand what was making her smile through the verbal 
abuse. 


She tumed to Oscar and said, “You know Oscar, George has a lot of trouble fucking me. 
Did you know that? He gets so drunk that his cock can't get hard half the time. Then when 
he can't fuck me, he gets upset and either cries or hits me or both.” 

‘Oscar muttered, “Jesus Christ, don't tell me these things.” 

George was trembling with rage. He tried to stand up, but instantly fell to the floor. He tried 
to get up again by using his toppled chair as a brace, but instead his head impacted the 
edge of the table. George was a bloody, flailing mess. All he could do was cuss. He 
couldn't even crawl 


“Veronika Meenks, y—" George coughed up a chunk of blood and roast beef before contin- 
uing, "you KROUT CUNT!" 


George coughed up still more blood. His nose bled. Yoshi was going absolutely bananas 
in the back yard, barking bloody murder at the back door. 


‘Oscar stood up to leave. The situation was getting ugly, and he wanted no part of it 


‘As he made his way out of the room, Oscar implored George, “For shit's sake man, get 
‘some help. Call an ambulance.” 


Veronika followed Oscar out into the living room and grabbed him by the arm. 
“Don't leave yet,” she said, and kissed Oscar hard on the mouth. 


They kissed for what seemed like a full minute. George could be heard moaning in the 
next room. Yoshi was still barking madly in the back yard. 


‘Oscar enjoyed kissing Veronika, but he pulled away from her. He knew that George could 
potentially craw! in from the next room and see what was happening. 


As if she had read his thoughts, Veronika assured Oscar, “Don't worry about George. He's 
‘completely fucked. He won't be conscious in a few seconds.” 


“You don’t know that, Veronika. And besides, this whole situation is fucked. If you want to 
leave George, if you're not happy, just leave him. If you like me and want to be with me, do 
ithe right way. Break up with George.” 


“I ust did,” she responded, “I just killed him, so there is nothing preventing us from getting 
together.” 


George was still moaning. The dining room floor was covered in blood. Yoshi could smell 
the blood from outside, which only fueled his insatiable desire to get back into the house. 
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‘Oscar was stunned. 
He asked Veronika if she was joking. She assured him she was serious. 


‘Oscar felt rage and disgust bubbling up in his stomach. He grabbed Veronika around the 
neck, and through her onto a couch. 


He was screaming at Veronika, “How the FUCK could you poison somebody? You sick 
krout! DID YOU POISON ME, TOO?!" 


Veronika groaned, “I put it in his beer. | used rat poison and klonipin.” 


‘Oscar's hands were tightening around Veronika’s neck. In the back of his mind, he consid- 
ered calling an ambulance, but he figured it was too late for George. 


“Fuck me,” she said, “George is dead. Fuck me” 


Yoshi had barked himself horse. John's moaning and flailing were growing softer as the 
moments passed 


“Fuck me.” 

‘Oscar took his hands from around Veronika’s neck, and flipped her over onto her stomach. 
He yanked her jeans downward, exposing her vibrating butt. He ripped off her knickers 
without even fully removing her jeans. 

‘Oscar fucked Veronika with a furious vigor. She pushed herself against his throbbing cock 
with violence, screaming “fuck me” the entire time. It was all over in a matter of seconds. 
‘Oscar came inside Veronika, then threw her down onto the floor. 

The dog, Yoshi, had stopped barking, and was now whining. George could not be heard at 
all. Oscar zipped up his fly and trotted out the door and down the street to his car. 

‘Three days passed, and Oscar did not hear from either George or Veronika. He had driven 
past their house each day, afraid to stop and inquire about their status. 

‘Oscar spent Wednesday afternoon in another bar, the Mt. Royal Tavem. He was drinking 
gin and tonic, going outside to the back alley every few minutes to smoke a cigarette 
and/or a joint. 

Four drinks and two joints into the process, Oscar went into the alley behind the Mt. Royal 
to have another cigarette. He could fee! somebody following him. He turned and looked to 
‘see Charlie Apples. 

“Hey Strangeways,” Charlie said. 

‘Oscar did not bother to correct his pronunciation. 

“Hey Charlie.” 


Charlie continued, “It looks like we were right about taking the under on Tirpitz.” 
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‘Oscar feigned ignorance, “What do you mean?” 


Charlie chuckled and said, “I mean they found him dead. That German gir killed him. She 
poisoned him. He's dead.” 


‘Oscar pretended to be surprised, “Holy shit, really? That's crazy.” 

‘Oscar was getting nervous, on the verge of a panic attack. He wondered if any witnesses 
had seen him leaving the house on Keswick. He wondered if crazy-ass Veronika had tried 
to implicate him as an accessory to murder. 

“It’s fucking bananas,” Charlie said, “she killed him with rat poison. They've got her in the 
looney-bin now, over at Springfield Hospital. She confessed to the whole thing. They said 
she was naked when the cops came in. Apparently she called 911 herself. That bitch is 
c00-C00." 

‘Oscar was relieved to hear she had taken the wrap. 

Charlie continued, “Its horrible, man. They found the dog dead, too.” 

‘Oscar was confused by this news, and asked, “Wait, wait...Yoshi's dead? Are you sure?” 
“They found him in the back yard. She poisoned the dog, too.” 

‘Oscar was paralyzed with emotion. He could not talk or even move. He just trembled and 
sucked on his cigarette. Charlie kept talking for a few seconds, but the words were not 
penetrating Oscar's mind. Oscar was thinking about the dog, thinking about Yoshi. 

Charlie walked away and into the Tavern. 


A tear was streaming down Oscar's face as he thought about Yoshi the dog. His throat 
tightened, and in a barely audible tone he said, “Fuckin’ dog. Poor bastard.” 


Itwas all Oscar could manage. 


~ Finis ~ 


Earl Crown is an eccentric billionaire art thief with terrible taste. 


Serpent 
by E. Doyle-Gillespie 


When he first swam in from the sea, 

the cove seemed like the perfect place. 

Indians would come down to fish, and he 

would snatch up one or two , eat them, and leave the 
nets and broken baskets in the sand. 

He would bellow in the deep, echoing belly 

of that cave, 

and they would huddle close to their fires. 

His voice reminded them of how small they were. 

They told stories about him, 

and left offerings of meat on the rocky coast 

so that he wouldn't kill their children. 

They carved him on their totems, 

and he piled their bones in the dankest 

recesses of his home. 

When the boats with sails showed up, 

he learned to love the taste of white men. 

He broke those boats, 

and let the survivors See enough of him so that they could 
draw him properly on the comers of their maps. 

“There be monsters here.” 

Now, they say that the photographs are grainy, 

and are merely the backs of sea lions swimming in a row. 
They say that his roars are just the echoes of crashing waves 
in the cove 

The missing people, they say, ran away from unhappy lives, 
and should have been taking their medication 

This is why, tonight, 

when a Russian freighter is creeping across the horizon, 
and the lighthouse Cyclops is sweeping left to right, 

he will swim back out to the churning black sea 

He will leave the bones and the legends in the depths of his 
cove, 

and not return until a monster can make a honest living. 


Sarah Wardell is stil alive and well in the DC/MD area. She's a practicing artist and 
Patron of mischief, and currently off seeking her next adventure. 


Pippy Rockwell is beautiful, dangerous, and can count to infinity! 


As always, thanks to the contributors, staff, and supporters of ToBaR. 
Thanks to William P. Tandy and Davida Gypsy Breier for their help and guidance. 


From a gunman who finds it on the open 
trail to a young girl on a dark road; 
from a crowded shopping mall 

J to a terror filled party. 
| You'll never have to feel safe again... 


What the critics said about ToBaR No.1: 


“| hope they get to keep publishing this 
for the rest of their lives...and beyond!” 
(Jake Austen, ROCTOBER MAGAZINE) 


“TALES OF BLOOD AND ROSES may, | hope, 
evolve into something quite extraordinary.” 
(Slade Grayson, BOOKGASM) 


“[A]n erotic/horror/goth version of 
Reader's Digest.” 
(Andy Conway, RAZORCAKE) 


“TALES’ maiden issue, ‘Love Gone Wrong!," 
flexes plenty of literati muscle.” 
(Jerard Fagerberg, The Baltimore CITY PAPER) 
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